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The  Prologue. 

WE  knot*  not  what  wiU take,  yourpallats  are 
Various,  and  many  of  them  fick  I  fear  e  : 
tre  can  but  fervc  up  what  our  Poets  dreff e, 

K^ind  not  confidering  coft ,  or  paines  topkafe  $ 

We  fhouldbe  very  happy, if  at  /aft. 

We  could  find  out  the  humour  of  your  tafte 
That  we  might  fit,  andfeaft  it,fo  that  you 
were  conftant  to  your  [elves,  and  kept  that  true  l 
For  fome  have  their  opinions  fo  difpleas'd, 

They  come  not  with  a  purpofe  to  be  pleas'd: 

Or  like  fome  birds  that  leave  the  fl ovary  fields. 
They  onlyftoopat  that  corruption yeilds. 

It  were  a  cuflome  would  lejfe  ftaine  the  times. 

To  praife  the  vertues 9  when  you  chide  the  crimes • 
This  is  but  cold  encouragement,  hut  we 
Hope  here  are  few  of  thofe,  or  if  there  be, 
Werpifh'em  not  infectious,  nor  confine 
we  cenfures  5  woo'd  each  foule  were  mafculine  : 

For  your  otvne  fakes  we  wifh  all  here  to  day. 

Knew  but  the  art  and  labour  of  a  Play  ^ 

Then  you  would  value  the  true  Mufes  paine , 

The  throwes  and  travell  of  a  teeming  braine « 

But  we  have  no  defipaire,  that  all  here  may 

Be  friends,  and  come  with  candor  tothUPU)* 

S\  Patrick  whofe  large  fiory  cannot  be 

Bound  in  the  limits  of one  Play,  if  ye 

Fir  ft  welcome  this,  you'll  grace  our  Poets  art, 

And  give  him  Courage  for  a  fec&nd  part . 


The  names  of  the  JBors. 

t  i  *  t 

LeogariuSj  Monarch  of  Ireland,, 

Co7auir!teS“- 

Dichu,  A  "Noble-man, 

Ferochus,  7 ,  •  c  „  ■ 

„  ,  .  1  bhts  oons. 

EndanuSjS 

Miicho,  J  great  Officer. 

Archimagus,  The  chife  Trieft,  a  Magician. 
Two  other  Priefts. 

St.  Patrick. 

Vidtor,  bis  Mngell-Guardian. 

Bards. 

Rodamant,  Archimagus  Servant. 
Souldiers. 

Angels.  < 

'  Religious  men.  < 

Servants. 
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Queen  e. 

Ethne, 

Fedclla, 

Emeria,  Milcho’s  Daughter l 
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Enter  Arcbimagm^  and  tm  other  Magrtuns «, 
at  feverall  doorcs. 


'E  arc  undone. 

2.  We  are  loft, 

^■v  Not  fo5  your  feares ; 

Become  you  not*  great  Priefts  of  Jove  zxAS  at  urm  i 
Shall  we  that  awe  the  furies,  at  whofe  charme 
Hell  itfelfe  quakesabe  frighted  with  a  fhadaw* 

A  tamc5anaked  Church- man  and  his  tribe 
Of auftere  ftarved  faces  ?  no,  this  Kingdome 
Shall  ftill  be  ours,  and  flourish,  every  Altar 
Breathe  incenfe  to  our  gods,  and  fhine  with  flames*. 
To  ftrike  this  Chriftian  blinde, 
i.  This  is  but  ay  re, 

He  is  now  landing,  every  tread  he  prints 
Upon  this  earth, will  make  it  grone, 

Ar .  Are  not 

The  havens  ftrengthned  by  the  Kings  command 
W ith  fouldiers,to  watch  that  none  arrive 
With  this  fufpition. 

2  But  we  that  can 

Command  armies  from  hell  for  our  deflgne., 

•  v  -  A  S', 


.o?«  ratncjc  jw  mirna 

Atidblaft  him*  now  ftand  idles  and  benumm’dj 
And  iball  grow  here  ridiculous  ftatucs,  1‘le 
Mufter  my  friends, 
i*  And  if  I  ha*  not  loft 

My  power,  the  Spirits  dial!  obey  to  drowne 
This  ftragler,and  fecure  this  threacnod  Ifland. 

Stay,  which  of  you  can  boaft  more  power  than  I 
For  every  Spirit  you  command,  my  fpells 
Cm  raife  a  legion  •  you  know  I  can  ; 

LJ.ntcmiant  hell,  dispeople  the  wide  ayre. 

Where  like  innumerous  atomes  thcblackege»y 
Hover,  and  niftic  one  another,  all 
That  haunt  the  woods  and  waters,  all  i’ch  darkc 
And  folitary  chamber  s  of  the  earth,  ‘  • 

Brcake  through  their  Adamantine  chaines*  and  fly 
Like  Lightning  to  my  wilLand  fhallyour  factious 
And  petty  correfpondence  with  the  fiends, 

Attempt  this  works  without  my  voice  and  counfdl  ? 
Who  brought  you  fir  ft  acquainted  with  the  diveil } 

Did  not  my  Art  ? 

i  Wearedifcipks  to 
The  Great  Archinugw. 

a.  Wc  acknowledge  all 
Our  Art  deriv’d  from  you. 

i  ♦  But  in  this  juftice  to  our  gods,  wc  hope 
Our  gods  chiefe  Prieft  will  give  us  leave- — 

A>\  Yes,  and  cor  firms  it*  and  applaud  your  zeal  es, 

My  fellowes  both  in  fa c red  Arts  and  Priefthood. 

Go  on,  I  pralfe  your  refolution  : 

My  Spirit  gave  intelligence  before 
Of  bis  approach,  and  by  all  circumftance, 

Our  prophetic  doth  point  this  Chriftian  Prieft 
The  bheke  fubverfion  of  our  Ifte,  but  wc 
Like  mailers  of  all  deftiny,  will  breaks 
[  H is  fate,  and  bruife  him  in  his  Infancy 
f:  Of  danger  t6  this  Kingdome,  fly  and  be 


St.  Patrick 

Arm'd  to  your  wifhes ;  Spirits  (hall  attend  you, 

And  the  whole  power  of  hell.  Exeunt  Magitiavr,  - 

i  This  newes  affrights  me, 

How  e*re  I  feem  to  fwell  with  confidence. 

This  is  the  man,  and  this  the  revolution, 

Fixt  for  the  change  of  facrifice  foretold. 

And  threatned  in  this  fatal  I  prophefie* 

A  man  pall  come  into  this  Land0 
With  paven  Crowne ,  and  in  bis  band 
A  crooked  Stajfe ,  he  pall  command , 

And  in  the  Eaft  his  table  fiand ; 

From  his  war  me  lips  a  fir  came  pall flow* 

To  mak^  rockes  melt ,  and  Churches  grow , 

Where  while  he  pngs  pur  gods  pall  bow^ 

And  all  our  kings  his  law  allow  %  He  resides 


This,  this  is  the  vexation. 

Enter  Etidarius , 

End*  Sir,  the  King. 

*Ar.  What  of  the  King  > 

End .  Is  troubled  5ficke,  diftra&ed. 

At .  How? 

End .  W ith  a  dreame  \  he  has  no  peace  within  him  I 
You  mu  ft  with  all  haftc  vific  him,  we  fhall 
Snfpeft  his  death  elfe#  Enter  Fembus. 

Fer.  Mighty  Pricft,  as  you 
Refpe&  the  fafety  efthe  King,  you  nauft 
Make  hafte,  the  Court  is  up  in  armes,  and  be 
Calls  forhisfword* 

Ar*  You  fright  me  gentlemen  : 

Rebellion  in  the  Court,  who  arc  the  Traytors  ? 

Fer.  His  owne  wilde  thoughts, and  apprehenfiom 
Of  what,  he  fayes,  was  in  his  flecpe  prefented. 

He  calls  upon  his  Guard,  and  railes  upon  'em. 

When  they  appeare  with  no  more  armes,  and  fweares 
That  every  man  {hall  wears  a  Tuaof  Iron. 
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End,  ThePrince*  ‘  Enter  Conallur v 

Con. .  The  King  impatient  of  your  abfcnce,  Sir, 

Hath  left  the  Court,  and  by  fame  few  attended 
Js  coming  hither,  laden  with fearc  and  weapons; 

He  talks  of  ftrange  things  iii  his  dreamland  frights 
Our  cares  with  an  invafion^-tha^his  Crowne 
Sits  trembling  on  his  head,  unlefTc  your  wifUome 
Gleare  his  dark  feares,  we  are  undone. 

Arc,  Hc*s  here,.  '  .  Y 

Enter  King  Leogdri'm^  C orjbrcm  ‘Dichu, 

How  fares  the  King  ? 

Leo,  Dea  re  Arcbimagm^ 

We  want  thy  skill  to  interpret  a  black  dreams 
I  had  la  ft  night,  my  fancie  is  ftill  fick  on’t. 

And  with  the  very  apprehenfton 
I  feele  much  of  my  foule  diffolve,  and  through 
My  frighted  pores,  creep  from  me  in  a  fweat : 

I  fhall  have  nothing  in  me  but  a  bath, 

Vnleffe  thou  dorepaire  my  langui firing  effence 
With  thy  great  art  and  counfell. 

Arc.  Give  me,  Sir, 

The  particular  of  your  dreame. 

Leo,  They  muft  not  heare  it, 

Yet  ftay  ;  the  Ecclipfe,  if  it  beany  thing, 

Is  univerfall,  aad  doth  darken  all. 

Me  thought,  Arcbimagm 5  as  I  was  praying 
Fch’  Temple  neerethefea.hny  Qiieene,  my  Sons, 
Daughters,  and  Traine  of  my  Nobilitie 
Proif  rate  before  the  Altar,  on  the  fuddeu 
The  roofe  did  open, and  from  Heaven  aHame 
Defend  ing  on  the1!  mages  of  out  gods3  -  •  r  I 

Began  to  jpurne  the  facred  bro  fro*11  which  : 
Many  deformed  worms,  and  hideous  fepents 
Come  crawling  forth,  and  leaped  unto. our  throats. 
Where,  with  their  horrid  circles  and  embrace, 
W^wcre  almoft  ftrangkd  :  in  this  fright,  me  thought! 
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St.  Pattic kfor  Ireland. 

We  fled  out  of  the  Temple,  and  as  foon® 

We  faw  a  pale  man  coming  from  the  fca. 

Attended  by  aTribcof  reverend  men. 

At  whofe  approach  the  Serpents  all  unchain’d-  - 
Thcrafelvcs,  and  leaving  our  impeifon'd  necks. 

Crept  into  the  earth,  ftraight  all  that  were  with  me, 

As  I  had  been  the  prodigie,  forfooke  me, 

My  wife,  my  children ,  Lords,  my  fervants  all?  vr  . 

nd  fled  to  this  pale  mam  who  told  me,  I 
Muft .fab mi t  too*  humble  my  fclfe  to  him. 

This  withered  peccc  of  man  rtat  which*  my~thaughr> 

I  felt  a  trembling  flio^tthroughev^ry; fart,  W*  ^ 

And  with  the  horror^  thus  to  be  dejtatfcUt  rl  v  \  -?J'  .s  3. 

I  wakened#  Now,  Archiw*igw>  thy  Art  -  ~ 

To  cure  thy  foule-fick  King. 

Arc .  5Tis  done  already.  ,sfc0 

Leo.  How,  my  deare  Prieft  ? 

Arc.  This  pale  thing  KlaalLnotttoubleypu^  ^ 

He  that  fo  long  was  threatnedeo  deftroy  v  ; 

Vsand  our  Gods,  iseome^  v 
Leo.  Ha, where  Asr/wfcu* 

Arc t  No  w  landing^ 5  ws  nr-  ami : •  v3 "O' 

But  were  the  coafts  unguarded,  he  wants  ppwfiti 
To  fight  with  thofeastheriaJI  troops,  that  w.ait  3 
Vpon  the  Gods  we  ferve*  fle  is  how  dying. 

This  minutethey  have blafled him.:  and  they^G. 

Above  the  fpeccf  of  wings,  are  flying  hitherhuo '3- 
With  the  glad  newes,  be  cal  me  a  gen,  and  Jecftot 
Thefcairy  dreamc^diftmcfl.yGur  peace. 

Do.  They  are  vaniflvd 

Already  at!thy  voyceytrhbtr(« ext  qw:  (Sod*  id  0  J  :o.r*oql  !PI  .  /  3 
The  hope  of  this  greit; Hand)  haftdtfpc.rl'b  c  1 1  o  1  iij< > : sk 
All  clouds ,  and  made  it  a  fairiskkagainey  i  •  v <.  nuioD  wo  r;oq  • 
My  learned  Arcbmafem  Avon  >m-3olnx V;m  dj:J  . 
1.  He  is  come.  .  1  oii£ aiftfio  ooibcf y!or' srh srlpHt  t  •/ 

a.  He’s  corns*  00 rmvfcs c} bo r  •s no  i  i s  io  $  rn  : ;;o ?  ■  • :  •  -  - .  • 

too?  b  ;  3* And 


So  fad  ? 

Car.  They  ftrike  a  horror; 


5.  And  we  muft  flye. 

Leo .  What  voyces  make  the  aire 


Con .  They  are  spirits. 


Art.  I  command  once  more  to  oppofe  him, 

1.  In  vaine,  great  Priefts 

2.  Wemuftaway.  ^ 

3.  Away.  ,  v:  k:  i:jrhoyhf>R-.i: 

Omncs .  We  cannot,  dare  not  ftay*  Exeunt 

Enter ,  Ange  U  ViU&r^  bea  ting  a  banner  with  a  proffe*  St.  Fatric^ 


otk$r  Friefij  in  procejjion  finging «  r.iv 


JLe<?.  What  harmony  is  this  ?  I  have  no  power 

'  T 0  do  them  har me,  obterve  their  ceremonies  ,  : 

^  ^  |  * 


P<? ^  mariffe  vi  frewit  us  Je  rnd 

(Navi  t  as  c  oelotremulos  beante}  ; 

Victim  m  gratumjubar  enat antes 


(Jtyfontiwn  quin  vos juga^  vofqtte  Jylv&  Ov'  ,  o  & 


:/tt  v:vHT 


jDw.  FJI  fpeake  to  himr  Stay,  you  that  have  prefum-df  ,  A 
I  Without  our  leave*  to  print  your  defperatc  foot  : 

I  Vpon  our  Countrcy  ‘  fay  ,  . what  bold  defigne  ir  !  n  . .  i  A. 

II  Hath  arm’dlyoU:With  this  infolcnt  noyfe,  todare  V  ;A  i  :  r  ;  v  1 


\nd  fright  the  holy  peace  of  this  fairc  I  Je  ; 
vjay,  incontempt  of  all  our  gods, advance 

'  i  '  . .  <~r 


incp  'j 


Your 


St.  Patrick ) 

Year  fo»gs  in  honour  bf  an  unknowns  power  l 
The  King  commands  you  fpcakc. 

Patr.  Vnto  that  title 

Thus  we  all  bow ;  it  fpeakes  you  are  allied 
To  Heaven,  great  Sir,  we  come  not  to  diftraft 
Your  peace,  lookc  on  your  number,  we  bring  no 
Signcs  of  fterne  war,  no  invafive  force  to  draw 
Fcare,  or  fufpition,  or  your  frowncs  upon  us : 

A  handfull  of  poorc  naked  men  we  arc, 

Throwne  on  your  C©aft3  whofe  armesare  only  prayer, 
That  you  would  not  be  more  un mere ifull 
Than  the  rough  Teas,  fince  they  have  let  us  lire 
To  finde  your  charitic. 

Leo.  Whence  are  you  ? 

Patr.  Wcarcof  Britaine3Sir. 

Leo.  Your  name,  that  anfwcr  for  the  reft  fo  boldly  ? 
Patr .  My  name  is  Patrick,  >  who  with  thefc  poorc  men 
Befcech  you  would  permit, 

Leo.  No  dwelling  here* 

And  therefore  quit  this  Kingdome  fpeediJy, 

Or  you  fhall  curfe  you  faw  the  land. 

Vic .  Are  they  not  Spies  ? 

Arc.  A  whirlewind  fnatch’cm  hence,  and  on  the  back 
Of  his  black  wings  tranfport  thefe  fugitives, 

And  drop  their  curfed  heads  into  the  fca. 

Or  land’em  in  fome  cold  remoteft  wildernsflc 
Of  all  the  world,they  muft  not  here  inhabit. 

Vic.  Hence5  or  wc’Jl  force  you  with  thefe  goads. 

Cor.  Vnleffc 

You  have  a  mind  to  try  how  well  your  hoods 
Can  fwim,  go  trudge  back  to  y  our  rotten  bark,  * 

And  ftccre  another  courfe. 
per .  You  will  finde  Hands 

Peopled  with  SquirriJs,  Rats.,  and  Crowes,  and  Coneyes* 
Where  you  may  better  plant,  my  reverend  Moles, 

Paid*  Faces  about, 

B  2 


Pat,  You  arc  inhofpitablo 
And  have  more  flintie  befomcs  than  the  rocks 
That  bind  your  fhorcs>  and  circle  your  rairelJUnd  ; 


But  I  muftnot  return c 
Leo,  Ho  w  ? 


Are,  How  ?  ' 

Pat,  Tilllhaue 

Perform’d  my  dutic  ::  Know  great  King,  I  have 
Commiflion  for  my  (lay,  I  came  nor  hither 
W  ithout  command,  Legat  fromhim>  before 
Whole  angry  breath  the  rocks  doebreake  and  thaw  ; 

T o  whofe  nod  the  mountaines  humble  their  proud  heads, 

The  earth,  the  water,  aire  and  heaven  is  his,  •_ 

Aud  all  theftars  that  Ihine  with  evening  flames,  , 

Shew  but  their  trembling  when  they  wait  on  him  :  •  . 

This  fupremcKings  command  Ihave obey’d, 

W  ho  lent  me  hither  to  bring  you  to  him, 

And  this  ftill  wandring  nation,  to  thofc  fprings 
Where  foules  arc  cvcrlaftingly  rcfrcfh’d  • 

Vnto  thofe  gardens,  whofe  imnaortall  flowers 
Staincyour  imagin’d  fhades,andblcftabodes.. 

Let,  What  place  is  this  ?  '  * 

Pat ,  Heaven  5  now'a  great  way  off. 

But  not  acceflible  to  thofe  permit 

Their  pretious  foules  be  flrangled  thus  with  mi£h. 

An  1  falfe  opinion  of  their  gods. 

Arc .  No  more.  .  •  .  • 

Pat .  1  muft  fay  more  in  my  great  Mailers  caufe,  . 

And  tell  you  in  my  dreames,  he  hath  made  me  hearc  -  . 
from  the  dark  wombs  of  mothers,  prifoa’d  infants 
Confcfilng  how  their  parents  arc  mil-led. 

And  calling  me  thus  far  to  be  their  frccdomc. 
i  Have  pitic  on  your  felves,  be  men,  and  let  not 
S  A  blind  devotion  to  your  painted  gods.  — , 

H  D/c*  He  does  bjalphenac.  Accept  me,  Jovk  thy  Pricffc,  nr.y. 
LAndthismyfacriflce.  Ha,  mine  araaes  grow  ftiffc* 


I  fecle 


St. 

I  fcclc  an  ice  creeping  through  all  my  blo’ud, 

There’s  winter  in  my  heart,  I  change  o’th’ hidden 
Am  growne  a  ftatue, every  limb  is  marble  $  •  4-  v 

Yee  gods  take  pitic  on  me,  in yojir  eaufe^k . 

I  wither  thus ;  Jove,  if  thou  haft  a  lightning^ . 

Beftow  fome  here,  and  warrnc  me*  ■  _ 

Cor.  Strange  1  ^  '  .  y 

Father!  Brothcjr,  if  he  fliOuld  dye  now? 

Ter.  I  am  his  eldeft  fon,  he  fhall  find  me  reafonablc, 

*  He  may  doe  worfe,  considering  how  long  I  have  been  of  age; 
Die .  No  power  let  fall  compaftion.  I  have 
Offended.  Whom?  I  know  not>  this  good  man 
Forgive,  and  if  the  Deitie  thou  fcrv’ft  } . , 

Can  put  a  life  into  this  frozen  pile,  : 

Pray  for  me. 

Leo.  Villaine,  wouUft  thou  owe  thy  life 
To  the  mcrcieofthc  power  he ferves,  f . 

Arc.  Wifh  rather 
To  rot  for  ever  thus. 

Leo.  And  if  thou  dieft, 

I’ll  build  a  Temple  here*  and  in  this  pofture 
Kings  fhall  kneele  to  thee,  and  on  folcmne  dayes 
Prcfent  their  crownes ;  Qucenes  fhall  compofe  thee  garlands. 
Virgins  fhall  fing  thy  name*  and  ’bout  thy  neck  . 

And  armes  difpcrfe  the  riches  of  their  Art,;  r  ;  y 

Next  te  our  Gods  we  honour  thee  s  keep  from  r  .  •  t 
The Impoftor*  •’  ’ 

Cor.  I  have  no  meaning  to  come  ncere  him.  *■ 

Pat.  Give  me  thy  hand :  now  move,  and  may  thy  heart; 

F ind  foftnefte.too ,  this  mercie  is  the  l.eaft  /;  ;ji 5  ' r  /t,  j. 

Of  my  great  Mafters  treafuresf  j 

Die.  Ifcelemyheat  -jj  -r  ' 

Iveturn  d,  andall  my  rockie  parts  grow  fupplc,  :  y'srrT  .'.a 
Let  the  firft  ufe  I  make  of  their  reftore,  be  ;  ;  : :  \ 

To  bend  my  knees  to  you.  ’’  -  I 

P at.  Bow  them  to  him  *  ir,:’ i 

iXiV  “  B  3  That 


That  gave  me  power  to  helps  thee* 

Ter.  He  13  well  agen* 

Vic ♦  I  findc  a  beame  let  into  my  darkc  fouls, 

Oh  take  me  to  your  faith,  here  I  give  backc 
My  felfe  to  ferve  your  god. 

Leo ,  Traitrous  to  heaven  I 
Come  from  him. 

Vic .  Bid  my  hafte  forfake  a  blefHng# 

End.  Father* 

Vic.  Call  this  goodman  your  fathcr,Soyef. 

Arc.  He’s  mad,  and  I  am  frawtick  at  this  bate 
Apoftafie*  My  Lord  think  how  you  may 
Provoke  our  gods,  and  the  King  anger. 

Pat.  Feare 

His  wrath  that  made,  and  can  let  fall  the  workL 
Per.  He  may  yet  do  me  as  great  a  curtefic 
As  dying  comes  too,  if  his  error  hold. 

And  the  Kings  anger* 

Leo.  Dotard, 

Rcturne ;  and  proftrate  to  the  gods  we  worfliip. 

Or  though  his  witchcraft  now  protect  thy  felfe. 

Thy  fonnes  fhall  bleed.  • 

per.  How’s  that? 

Leo.  Tofatisfie 

T  he  gods  and  us,  wi  th  the  next  mornings  Sunne3 
Llnleffc  thou  rifc5  and  facrificc  to  our  Altars, 

Do  wne  from  that  Rocke  which  over  lookes  the  Sea, 

They  fhall  be  throwne  ;  my  vow  is  fixe. 

Per.  Deare  father.  : 

Leo.  Take  them  away,  their  fate  depends  on  him. 

Vic .  Oh,  I  am  loft. 

Pat.  Thou  art  found. 

Vic.  Forfake  me  not,  poors  boyes !  my  prayers  and  bleffing, 
Pat.  Set  forward  now  in heavens  name^ 

And  fin i (li  our  proccfllon.  Exeunt, 

Leo.  Death  purfue  ’em. 
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St.  Patrick^  belaud. 

Will  nothing  make  them  feelc  our  wrath, 

Co  The  charms 
Will not  laft  a  I  wayes. 

Arc .  Their  fate  is  not  yet  ripe. 

Be  not  dc  jefted,  Sir,  the  gods  cannot 
Be  patient  long.  Meanetime  let  me  advife. 

Not  by  yourLawcs,  or  other  open  force. 

To  pcrfecutc’em ;  but  difguife  your  anger, 

I/O  Ha  } 

Arc.  Wjaat  matter  is' t,  fo  we  deftroy  thefe  wretches 
What  vrayes  wc  take  ?  invite  him  to  your  Court, 

Pretend,  I  know  not  what  defir cs,  to  faeare 
More  ot  his  faith, that  you  find  turnes  within 
Y our  heart*  and  tremble  at  the  miracle 
Wrought  upon  T>icbu ;  when  hc*s  in  your  poffefiion 
A  thoufand  ftratagems  may  be  thought  upon 
To  fend  his  giddy  foule  moft  quaintly  off  to 
That  fine  phantafticall  reward  he  dreames  on 
1’thYother  world.  ^ 

Leo .  Thou  baft  pleas’d  us,  Aychimagm. 

Got.  Great  Ceaneracbius  has  infpir’d  the  Prieft  I 
This  is  the  only  way.  :  ;  , 

Con .  I  doe  not  like  it. 

Leo.  It  ihall  be  fo,  he  jflhall  be  thus  invited. 

And  wc  will  meet  him  with  our  Queencand  Daughters, 

Who  (hall  compofethemfelves  to, enter taine  bin?. 

Arc .  Leave  me  to  inftru<ft  my  princelycharge$your  Daughters; 
Leo.  Be  ftill  their  bleft  Dire&or,  to  thy  charge 
Wc  gave  them  up  long  fince,but  do  not  tell  ’em 
What  happen’d  to  the  Apoftate  X>icbu;  women 
Have  foluble  and  eafie  hearts,  that  accideni:  : 

May  ftartle  their  religion,  keep  ’em  firmc 
In  the  devotion  to  our  gods,  whofc  virgins 
We  hope  to  call  them  ftiortly,  if  their  zeale  •  v 

Maintainc  that  holy  flame  thatyet  hath  fill’d  , 

TJbeir  bofomeso  hrL,. - 

,,s'lL  "  Arc, 


vte&wmv&fw  Ireland.  ;  A: 

Arc.  They  arc  the  Darlings  of  the  Temple, 

Leo.  ConaUuf)  you  fhall  be  the tneflenger. 

And  beats  our  invitation.  ;  v  > 

Arc.  Trouble  not  ••  'j  ’  (  n  ?.i ,,  ,  ■  . 

The  Prince,  impofe  that  bufifteCe  on  my  care. 

Leo.  Be  it  fo. 

Con.  I  am  glad  I  am  off  the  employment. 

Leo.  All  wayes  to  ferve  our  gods  are  free*  and  good. 
When  fticd  for  them,  they  take  delight  in  blood.  Exeunt. 


Act.  II. 


Enter  Etbne  and  F.edella0  dancing* 

Etb.  I  am  weary,  and  yet  I  would  have  more,  my  heart  } 
Was  never  more  difpos'd  to  mirth,  Fedella.  ' 

Fed.  Mine  is  as  light  as  yours.  Sifter,  lam  ■  .  '  r 

All  aire,  me  thinks.  .  ■  v  i  r 

Etb.  And  I  all  mounting  fire.  * 

Fed .  5Tis  well  tve  ate  alone.*': .  'C& 

Etb .  *Tis ill  we  are ;  7;,:  0  r 

This  heat  our  fervants  ftiould  have  given  its; 

Fed .  I  wonder  we  cannot  fee  ’em,  they  were  not  * 

Since  we  firft  tooke  them  to  our  favor,  guiltic 

Of  fuch  negledh  ir  r  .  \  ti&tthdvSlctyxio'}  Hafl  orfW 

Etb.  You  wrong  our  birth  and hjoftd*  :  :izn  i-nr  1  rfa. 
To  thinkc  they  dare  ncgled  us^for  if  they  <  V; 

Forget  what  we  deferve  in  loving  them, 

They  owe  more  dutie,  as  w.e  are  the,  Kings 
Daughters,  than  to  difplcafcJUS  £o*  j ;  * 

Fed .  That  binds:  or-  ?■  ni:/e.a;  •  f:j 

But  forme  and  hcartkffe  ceremony,  Sifter, 

By  your  favor,  I  had  rather  hold  mylftryant 
By  his  owne love, tKa% eftifl&icisisLB f  , 

Than  all  the  bands  of  ft  ate.  .wmoTod'3 
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St .  Patrick  for  Ireland/ 

Etb.  I  am  of  thy  mind  too,  wo'd  they  were  here,  jI  nl 
I  .(hall  be  fad  againc »  fie*  what  a  thing ’rib  ,  /  j.  y-d  i 

For  two  Ladies  to  be  in  love,  and  alone  without. .  ..  "  ' 

A  man  io  long,  -  Enter  Rodmant. 

Jed*  Here’s  one*  .  . 

Etb*  A  fool  i  Ih  one,  our  Governors  fervant. 

How  now  Rodamant  ? 

Rod .  Keep  off. 

Fed .  What,  is  the  fellow  conjuring  ?  j  . 

Rod,  I  wo’d,  but  I  cannot  read  thcfcdevillifb  names  u 

Etb .  How  long  haft  thou  (zvr'&Arcbmdgw  ?  '  r>o  J 

Rod.  Long  enough  todaave  had  a  Dcvill  of  mine  ownc,  if  hcc 
had  pleas’d,  I  have  drudg’d  under  him  almoftthefe  feven  yeeres, 
in  hope  to  learne  the  trade  of  Magick,  and  none  of  his  fpirits  will 
obey  me ;  would  I  were  a  witch,  then  Jlhould  havea  Familiar,  a 
fucking  Dcvill,  upon  occafion  to  doe  me  femce. 

Fed .  A  Devill  ? 

Rod Oh,  I  lov’d  him  of  a  child • 

Etb ,  Wbatwouldft  thou  do  with  the  Devilll 
Rod.  Onlyexercifc  my  body,  take  the  airc  now  and  then  over 


ftceples,  and  faile  once  a  month  to  Scotland  in  a  fee,  to  fee  my 
Freinds.  I  have  a  granam  thereof  I  had  been  rul’d, would  not  ha%c 
fecn  me  wanted  a  divell  at  thefeyeers*  pray  Madam,  fpcafc  to  itiy 
Maftcr  for  me,  that  my  freinds  may  not  laugh  at  me,  when  I  corns 
out  of  my  time, he  has  fpirits  enough,  I  defirfc  none  of  bis  grandcs.a 
little  Don  Diego  Diabolo  would  ferve  my  turne,  if  he  have  but 
skill  in  Love  or  Phyfickc.  v.-nijq  orb  oT 


Fed.  Phyfick  for  what  ?  att  fick? 


won:!  I  ,W£ 


Rod.  I  am  not  fick,but  I  am  troubled  with  a  defperarc  V 
confumption.  <  ,  ■  !  rno*  *  v '? 

Etb.  How  ?  {  .  i:  •  -  ■  .  a  3;.dV\/  ;• 

#4r  Wl>y  r%tVnothingt  i  d., 

La<Jies,an4fed higfet  rr  i\  x| ? C:m  dx> 
But  to  $ig|n  that  is  kept  lean  and  hungry  .  /  ic 


?r>t  IV. 
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A  little  falling  ofthieflcfh  is  fecn.  _ _ _ 

Etb.  I  heard  thee  n^melov^prcthee  art  thou 

C  Rod. 


;  v 


Rod.  In  love  ?  look  on  my  fore  eyes. 

Etb.  They  are  wel  I  cnough,and  thou  canft  fee. 

Rod.  Ycs>I  can  fee  a  little  with  enr,  would  they  were  our. 

Etb.  How?  out? 

Rod.  Out  of  their  paine.  I  have  but  feaven  teeth  and  a  halfe,and 
foure  on  em  arc  rotten  ,  here’s  a  ftump,a  pickax  cannot  dig  out  of 
my  gummes.  *  '  •  i 

Fed .  Arc  thefe  (ignes  of  love  ? 

Rod.  Oh  infallible.  B elide, I  cannot  deep 
For  dreaminga  my  Miftrcffe. 

E tb.  So,and  wnats  her  name  ?' 

Rod .  You  (hall  pardon  me, fhe  is — » — 

E th.  A  man  or  a  woman. 


\nc  r. 


Rod .  Nay  flic  is  a  woman*  as  futc ,  as  fure  as  you  arc  the  Queens 
daughters.  I  name  no  body ;  do  not  you  fay  *cis  the  Queen ,  lam 
what  I  am,and  flie  is  what  fhe  is.  'i 

E tb.  Well  faid.  -  '  ■ 

Rod.  And  if  I  Iive5X  will  dy  for  her,  but  I  forget  my  fclf,l  had  a 
meffage  to  tell  you*  firfl  my  Mafter  commends  him  to  your  Graces 
and  will  be  here  prefently  :  fccondly  I  have  news.  Do  you  know, 
what  I  meane  ?  I  • 

Jed.  Not  we.  '  -  ■ 

Rod.:,  Why  then,  my  Lord  FmcbW) and  his  brother 

EudarifaflWL  kno W'eni  ?  -  '<«*-  *  '■}  ^  ; 

Etb.  What  of  them  '?<hr.  h  I  fdpuonD  a 
Rod .  And  they  know  you.  1  ^  . 

Fed.  To  the  pur  pole. 

Rod .  I  know  not  that,but  they  ate ;  ^  w  •  "  b  : 

Etb,  Wharfc^.eb  *  tfaiw  blduoti  me  HWc>b&  son  ms  1  •’ 

Rod.  No:  made  for  wormes  meat.  • 

Fed.  What  mcanes  the  fellow?  -  : 
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Etb9  What  faid  the  fcritcho  wle*  1 2 :  FnUt  Arcbifnagtn 

Fed.  WchopoArchmd%wbrin%$bctm  newest  - 1 


» *- 


And 


11 


And  yet  his  face  is  caft  into  a  forme  of  forrow.  S 

Whatarcthefe?  *  ’  ■•■”  1  -  ^ .  ,i[ 

Arc.  Rcad,and  colled  your  noble  forces  ups  '  C  •  j 

You  will  be  loft  elfe5alas  poorc  Ladies, 

How  foon  their  blood  is  frighted  ? 

Etb.  Every  chara&cr  .  *  -  -  t 

Gives  my  poor  heart  a  wound.  ••  ’■ 

Fed .  Alas,  how  much  of  mifehief  is  contained  | 

In  this  poore  narrow,  paper. 

Etb .  Can  this  be?  ^  .  J 

Arc.  Madam  too  true, the  anger  of  the  King 
Is  heavy  and  inevitable, you  may  ! 

Belecve  what  their  fad  pens  have  bled  to  you ; 

They  have  no  hope,not  once  before  they  die 
To  fee  your  blefled  eyes, and  take  their  leave. 

And  weep  into  your  bofome, their  laff  farewclll  >  ,  > 

Fed.  They  muft  nor,  ftia* not  die  fo*  \ 

Arc,  They  muft  Madam. 

Etb.  I  will  die  with  ’em  too  then:  Sifter  fhall 
They  leave  the  world  without  our  company  ? 

Fed,  Could  not  you  bend  the  King  our  cruell  father? 

You  ftiould  have  faid,  we  lov'd  them;  you  have  moft 
Power  to  prevaile  withhimjyou  ftiould  have  told  him„ 

The  gods  would  be  offended^and  revenge  their  death 
With  fome  ftrange  curfe  upon  this  Hand. 

Etb.  You  knew  our  Ioves,and  all  our  meetings  Sir©. 

They  were  not  without  you,nor  will  we  live 
Without  them ,  tell  our  father.  Did  pur  hearts  . 

Flatter  themfelves  with  mirtb*to  be  ftruck  d:ad 
With  this3this  murdering  newes.  1*11  to  the  King. 

Arc,  Stay,and  containc  your  felves,y our  loves  are  brave. 

Nor  fhall  your  flame  die  thusjasl  w.asfirft 
Of  counfell  with  your  thoughts,!  will  preferve  ’em: 

They  fha’not  dieTif  my  braine  leave  me  nor. 

Fed,  Ob, I  could  dwell  upon  bis  lips  to  thank  him. 

5  Arc,  But  they  muft  then  be  banifh’d,  . 

Etb.  That's  death.*  C  2 
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<t.  Patrick  forly  eland. 

Unleffe  wc  go  along  to  exile  with  ’em.  : 

Ar.  I  have  the  way,  they  (hall  deceive  the  fefitcncc 
Of  the  enraged  King,  and  live  5  nor  ihall 
This  be  reward  of  your  affedions; 

You  fhall  converfe  more  often,  and  more  freely 1 
Than  ever,  if  you  dare  be  wife  andfecret.  ; 

fo.  You  make  us  happy.  J-  ; 

Arc .  Here’s  your  elder  brother,  r'  -  • 

Away  and  truft  to  me.  «  Enter  Coribrerif. ;  ■ c  :  • 1  -• 

Cor.  Health  to  our  Pricft.  *  x)'ei:ii  ns3  .'h3. 

Arc.  And  to  y  our  HighncfTe.  Enter  Emeria  andCmallw . 

Do  you  fee  that  couple  ?  -  ^  I 

Cor.  My  brother  and  the  faire  Etneria 3  Mikbo  s  daughter, 

Out  of  their  way  ;  but  fo,  to  reach  their  Voice, 

This  place  oWGardn/'s  apt*P*  ;  ;  b;n  /  o  n  bJbld'in'rvxi  o  \ 
Arc Obferve’em. 

Em.  But  will  you  not,  my  Lord,  repent  to  have  plac’d 
Your  love  fo  much  unworthily.  - 1  '  ^ 

Con .  Oh  never.  .  .  ui"  :  v  ^  c  :«  r  ;  'ijiw  oib  ill  n  l  c 

My  beft  thou  hall  a  wealth 

In  thy  owne  vertue^  above  all  the  world  l 
Be  conftant,  and  I'm  bleft.  c 

Em ...  This  hand  and  heaven  '  o . ' 

Be  witneffe  where  my  heart  goes. 

Cor .  If  my  fate 

Cannot  enjoy  thy  love5 1  fiiall  grieve  both 
Yourdeftinics.  '  ' 

Arc.  Be  confident  you  (hill 
Enjoy  her,  if  you’ll  follow  my  dircdlions. 

Cor.  Thou  art  my  genius,  but  fhe’s  very  ho!ys 
And*  I  fearc,  too  religious  to  her  vowes. 

She  is  devoted  much  to  Corner  acbiw ,  head  of  the  gods. 

Arc.  Sir  her  piety 

Prepares  your  conqucft,  as  Tie  manage  things® 

I  wonot  truft  the  ayre  too  much. 

Con.  This  kiffe  and  all's  confirm'd, 
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^Patrick  far 

Em.  Pray  my  Lord  ufc 

My  poorc heart  kindly,  for  you  take  it  with  you. 

Con.  I  leave  mincin  exchange*—^  ,  Exit, 

Arc, Me  is  gone, advance  c  <uo  ;  1; 

To  your  Miftris,  and  if  you  want  art  to  move  her, 

I  (hannot  fir,  to  make  you profper,  tis 
Firmcly  defign  d,whcn  we  meet  next, you  flial! 

Know  more.  #  .  i..  i  E^.„ 

Cori.  How  now  my  fair  Emm*. 

Em,  I  do  bcfcech  your  highneffe  pardon, 

I  d id  think  I  was  alone. 

Cori .  Alone  you  arc 
In  beauty  fweet  E mcria,  and  all 
The  graces  of  your  fcx. 

Em.  You  arc  too  great  to  flatter  me. 

And  yet  this  language  comes 

So  necr  the  wickedncffe  of  court  praifc,I  dare  hot 

With  modefty  imagine  your  heart  means  fo. 

Cori.  Yet  in  this  garden,  when  you  Teem’d  moft  folitary, 
Madam,you  had  many  fair,and  fweet  companions. 

Em.  ..Not  I  fir.  .  ,  - 

Cori #  Y es,and  my  ri va  11s  too  Emma , 

And  now  they  court  thy  beauty  in  my  prefencc 
Proud  erring  things  of  nature,  doft  not  fee 
As  thou  dofl:  move, how  every  amorous  plant 
Doth  bow  his  leavy  hcad,and  beckcn  thee ; 

The  windc  doth  pradlife  dalliance  with  thy  hairs 
And  weave  a  thoufand  pretty  netts  withiu 
To  catch  it  fdf. 

That  violet  droop’d  but  now*  v 
How  tis  exalted  at  thy  fmilc,and  fprcads 
A  virgin  bofometo  thee.  There’s  a  role 
Would  have  flept  ftill  within  his  bud, but  at 
Thy  prefencejit  doth  open  his  thin  curtains  ; 

And  with  warm  apprehenfion  looking  forth 
Betray cs  her  love  in  biuihes.  And  that  Woodbine 
A  G  3  As 


As  it  would  be  divorc’d  from  the  Swcct-bfyfer, 

Courts  thee  to  an  embrace.  Itis  not  dew 
That  like  fo  many  pearls  embroider  all 
The  flowers, but  teares  of  their  complaint,with  fcare 
To  loofe  thce5from  whofe  eye  they  take  in  all 
That  makes  them  beautifuihand  with  humble neckg 
Pay  duty  unto  thee  their  onely  fpring. 

Em.  Your  Grace  is  courtly. 

Cor •  When  thefc  dull  vegeta  Us 
Shew  their  ambition  to  be  thine  Emma , 

How  much  jfliould  we9that  have  an  adiucfoulc 
To  know  and  value  thee,  be  taken  with 
This  beauty? yet  ifyou dare  truft  me  Madam, 

There’s  none, within  the  throng  ot  thy  admirers. 

More  wi  iling  3more  devote  to  be  thy  fervant 
Then  Corib  reus. 

Em.  Imuftagenbefecch 
Your  pardon,  and  declare  my  felfmoft  ignorant  s 
Pray  fpeak  your  meaning  in  a  dialed 
I  vnderftana.  ' 

Cor.  Why, I  do  love  you  Madam. 

Em.  If  this  be  it, I  dare  not  fir  belecvc 
You  condefcend  fo  low  to  love  Enter ia$ 

A  worthlefle  thing. 

Cor.  Why  not  ?  I  loveyou  Madam. 

If  there  be  difference  of  our  birth.or  ftate,>  d  '  *  .  v;.  .  . 

•  When  we  arc  compar'd^  fhould  make  me  the  firft 
Jn  your  fair  thoughts  :  come, you  mud:  loveagen. 

And  meet  me  with  an  cquall  active  flame. 

Em.  I  am  more  skifd  in  dutieflr,<  then  love/ 

Cor.  Y ou  would  be  coy , your  heart  is  not  belto  w’d. 

Em.  Indeed  it  is.  -  . 

Cor.  On  whom  ?  -  ^ 

Em.  I  muftnot  name.  u:>  r  'h  . 

Cor.  Were  he  my  brother  did  twift  heart  with  thine*  h  , 

That  ad  fliouid  make  him  ftrange  to  my  blood,  ^  ^ 

C  i- 


St.  Patrick/or  Ireland. 

And  I  would  cut  him  from  his  bold  embraces. 

Em.  Alas3Ifeare.  f 

Cor .  I  know  you  will  be  wife 
And  juft  to  my  dcfitcsEmsria» 

Wh.n  you  (hall  fee  my  love  bid  faireft  for  you. 

And  that  prefented  from  a  Princeywho  knowes 

Nocquallhcre.  Come,I  already  promife 

My  felfpofleft  of  thofe  faire  cycs>in  which 

I  gazing  thus, at  every  fearch  difeover 

New  cryftall  heavens,  thofe  tempting  chcekes  arc  mine,, 

A  garden  with  frcfti  flowers  all  the  winter  5 

Thofe  lips  inviteto  print  my  foul  upoi/em 

Or  loofe  it  in  thy  breath, which  Tic  convey 

Downs  to  my  heart,and  wifla  no  other  Ipirif^ 

As  loth  to  change  it  for  my  owne  agen. 

How  in  thy  bofomc  will  I  dwell  Emcria^ 

And  tell  the  azure  winding  of  thy  veins 
That  flow, yet  climbc  thofe  foft,and  ivory  hills  v  \ 
Whofe  fmooth  defeent leads  to  a  blifle^that  may 
Be  knowmbut  puzzle  art  and  tongue  to  fpeak  it. 

I  prethce  do  not  ufe  this  froward  motion, 

I  muft,and  will  be  thine, 

Em.  Be  your  own  fir. 

And  do  not  thus  afili&  my  innocence, 

Had  you  the  power  of  all  the  wor!d,and  man. 

You  could  not  force  my  will,  which  you  have  frighted 
More  from  you  then  nay  duty,a!though  po  wcrfuil. 

Can  call  agen  5  you  are  not  modtft  fir. 

Indeed  I  feare  you  are  not,I  muft  leave  y ou5 
Better  defircs  attend  your  Grace  and  me.  Exit 

Cor.  This  wo'not  gain  her, her  heart's  fixt  upon 
My  brother,ali  my  hope  is  in  Arcbimagufy 
She  is  a  frozen  thing>yct  fhe  may  melt.  ^ 

If  their  difdain  flaould  make  a  man  dcfpaire. 

Nature  mjftook  in  making  woman  fa  ire.  c 
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Ah  altar  difcoperedjwo  idolls  upon  it ,  /Ircbimagut  and 
pr  lefts 5  lights  and  incm  fe  prepar'd  by  Rodomant  * 

Ro.  Tbelcbe  new  Dicties,madefinceyefterdayr 
We  (hift  our  gods, as  fa  ft  as  feme  {hift  trenchers* 

Pray  fir  what  do  you  call  their  naaies5they  are 
But  halfc  god45d:rai-gods  as  they  fay,there*s 
Nothing  beneath -the  navell)-  . 

A>\  This  with  the  thunderbolt  is  Jupiter * 

Rod.  Jupiter  ?  Tis  time  he  were  cut  off  by  the  middle. 

He  has  been  a  notable  thunderer  in  his  dayes. 

,  Prie •  This  is  Mars. 

Ro.  Mars  from  the  middle  upward.  Was  it  by  my  Lady 
Venus  diretftion  that  be  isdifmcmbred  tooJ  J  y:b  '  1  ’  > 

He  that  overcame  all  in  a  full  Careere, looks  now  like 
A  Demilaunce.  • 

Arc .  Are  they  not  lively  form'd,  but.firra  away, tell  the  young 
Ladies  the  King  is  upon  entrance.1  r- .  -  ...  ^ 

rfifiviovi  bruvftol dlod:‘ edrnila toy.V/c  hi ! 

Ent  er  King3^ueenf2ona Uuf.  At  the  other  door9 
Ethneif  edella^  they  all k^eel, 

Ar.  To  Jove  and  Mars  the  King  doth  pay  h  1 

His  duty, and  thus  humbly  lay  .  hh  L  :  :n!  1 

Upon  his  Altar, his  bright  crowne,  *  .v*.T 

W hich  is  not  his,if  they  but  frownc?  .  -  ;  ' ; : .  ■* 

In.token  you  are  plea{’d,let  fome  >’ 

Coeieftiall  ftunc  make pu^-this. rqom^v  ,  :  r/tof  -or  .  :  :  - 

.  *  1..  :  A  Janie  behindt  tit  Altar* 

The  gods  arc  pfeaPd,  great  King,and  wc  r  .,  > 

Return  thy  golden  wreath  to  thee,  ,  -jnr:  .  • 

More  facred  by  our  hofy  aoki  O  ’  hr  oil*  a5iihb*is2l5E 

NonctothcAlt^yef  prefwe-t]  Tod^ior!  30uV>W  a’T  .tO 
Now  {hoot  your  voices  Uj^QtJta$v  ni  s  orl  1 1  to  >■  o  ©id  yM 

To  Mars  and  all  the  Powers  above*  >  - , .  -  • '  >  o  a  r.  u  :  - 

•  0-,_; rqVo  r  Erc  p  f  t\ j;rn  j  uoift  raf-  fib  ibdj  '* i 

After  the  Jong  the  §ue?n  offers  ^and  her  daughters^  garlands f 
which  are  placed  upon  the  heads  of  the  Idols* 

Song 
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'  St.  Patrick/or  Ireland. 

'  Song  at  the  Altar. 

Come  aw  ay -,0b  come  a  way 
And  trembling  trembling  pay 
'Tour pines  vowes  to  Mars  and  Jove • 

—  \  Wbi\ewe  difivg, 

Gummes  of  precious  odours  bring. 

And  light  tbcmmthyotsr  love , 

As  your  holy  fires  do  rife, 

C  Jl'takg  Jove  to  wonder 
What  new  flame 
Tbiiber  came 
To  wait  up  on  bis  thunder „ 

The  fong  being  cndccHthe  Idol  that  prefented 
Jupiter  moveth. 

Kin.  ArcbimagusjCmallus-icc  my  children, 
Theftatue  move;. 

Arc ,  Approach  it  not  too  nccrc. 

Etb,  It  is  prodigious. 

Arc .  With  devotion, 

Expcft  what  IolIowes,and  keep  reverent  diftancc; 

I  am  all  wonder. 

Jupe •  King  Lesgarim, 

Jove  doth  accept  thy  vo  wcs5and  pious  offerings. 

And  will  fliowreblefTingson  thee;  and  this  kingdoms* 
Ifthouprelervc  this  holy  flame  burncs  in  thee. 

But  take  heed*  thou  decline  not  thy  obedience. 

Which  thou  lhairbeft  declare  by  thy  juft  anger  • 
Againft  that  chriftian  ftragler  Patrick^* whole 
BIou.j  mult  be  facrific’d  to  us,or  you 
Muft  fall  in  yourrcmiCe  and  cold  religion* 

When  you  arc  merciiull  to  our  defpifers. 

You  pull  our  wrath  upon  you, and  this  Hand. 

My  duty  is  perform’d,  and  I  return 
To  my  firft  (lone,  a  coed  and  flleiit  ftauie. 
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Arc .  What  cannot  all  commanding  jfo/e  ?  *tis  now 
That  amftciail  tongudeffe  thing  it  was, 
low  are  you  bound  to  honour  Jupiter  >  - 
I  hat  with  this  ftrange  and  pubhke  teftiraony 
Accepts  your  zeale.  Purfuewhat  you  intended, 

'  And  meet  this  enemy  to  the  gods,  that  now 
Expe&syour  entertainment. 

King.  I  obey. 

Come  my  Queensland  daughters. 

Queen,  I  attend  you  Sir. 

Rod.  Is  not  the  Queene  a  lovely  creature  Sir  ^ 

Trin a  Why  ho W' now  Rodamanty  what  pafllon’s  this  £ 

Rod .  Oh  that  I  durfl  unbutton  niy  minde  to  her. 

Arc .  Your  Princely  daughters  pray  they  may  have  leave 
To  offer  in  their  gratitude  to  the  gods 
:  One  other  prayer.,  and  they  will  follow  Sir. 

|!  '  Ki  They  arc  my  pious,  daugh  ter  s,comc  Cmallm. 

Exeunt  King^Queen^  Cmattw^&c. 

Arc.  They  are  gone,  unci ourf. 

Eero.  Oh  nay  deere  Miftreffe,is  not  tfa®  King  mock'd  rarely  ?. 
Etb.  My  moft  lov’d  Endarius  1 
Arc.  Have  I  not  don’t  my  Charge  ? 
fed ,  Moft  quaintly.  Welcome 
‘fo  thy  Fe della. 

Rod .  Hum,  how’s  this.?  more  {capes  of  Jupiter}  they  ha.ve 
jj:  found  their  neither  parts^.the  gods  are  become  fine  mortal  gentle* 

ImenAere’s  precious  jugling,ifi I  durftta Ike on't. 

Arc.  Not  a  fiilable, as- you  defire  not  to  be  torne  in  pieces  fir. 

Rod.  Gods  quoth  a,  X  held  a  candle  before  the  devil?. 

Arc .  Tothedoore and  watch. 

Rod.  So  I  muff  keep  the  doorc  too3here’s  like  to  be  holy  doings. 
fer.  We  owe  tArcbmxgm  for  more  then  life  -  " 

For  your  loves,  without  which,  life  is  a  curfe.. 

Arc.  Tlie  mufickc. prompts  you  to  a  dance. 

En.  1’th  temple. 

Arc,  *T  is  moft  fecure,n one  dare  betray  you  here* 

Etb. 
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Etb .  We  muft  away# 

Fer .  My  life  is  going  from  me. 

Fed .  Farewell. 

Arc .  The  King  expedsmow  kiffc  and  part. 

When  next  we  meet, pray  give  me  back  fny  heart. 

Rod.  1  am  an  Efquire  by  my  oiiice,  Exeunt. 


Act.  III. 

Enter  adamant* 

Rod.  Oh  my  Royal  i  love  1  why  fhoutld not  I  love  the  Qgeene? 
I  have  knowne  as  Ample  a  fellow  as  I  hath  been  in  love  with  her 
horfc,nay  they  ha  been  bcdfellowes  in  the  fame  litter  >  and  in  that 
humour  he  would  have  been  leaped  ,  if  the  beaft  could  have  been 
provok’d  to  incontinencie  ;  but  what  if  the  Kmg  Ihould  know  onf* 
and  very  lovingly  circumcife  me  for  ir,  or  hang  me  up  a  gracious 
fpcdaclc  with  my  tongue  out  a  pcarch  for  fparrowes  ?  why, 1 
lhould  become  the  gallowes  o’my  conference :  oh  I  would  ftretch 
in  fo  gentle  pofturcjthat  the  fpe&ators  all  fhould  edifie,  and  hang 
by  my  example.  Enter  Bard. 

The  Kings  merry  Bard9if  he  have  overheard,  hee’le  favc  the  hang¬ 
man  a  laboured  rime  me  to  death. 

Bar .  Rodamant^my  halfe  man5halfc  gobling,  all  foole,how  ill  ? 
when  didft  thou  ice  the  devitt. 

Rod.  Alas,I  never  had  the  ha  ppineife. 

Mar.  Why  then^thou  art  not  acquainted  with  thy  befi  friend® 
Sings .  Have  yon  never  feene  in  the  aire. 

One  ride  with  A  burning  fbeaire% 

Vpon  an  old  witeb  with  a  pad. 

Tor  the  devilla  fore  breech  bad. 
rr  With ligbtuingzandtbmidcr 
And  many More  wonder, 
tils  eyes  indeedLlaw  fir0  . »  ,  ; 

As  wide  as  a j 'aw.c  eri  {  q 

Ob  this  wtmld  have  made. my  boy, mask  ; 

D  2  '  '  *  Rod 
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Rod.  An  honeft  merry  trout* 

Bar.  Thou  fay ’ft  right  Gu;4gin,gape*md  1*11  throw  in  a  bufhcll, 
why  docs  thy  r.ofe  hang  over  thy  mouth;  as  it  would peep  in,  tk> 
tell  how  many  te?th  thou  haft  ? 

Rod .  Excellent  B^r^.Oh  brave  Bard,  Ha  Bard, 

Bar.  Excellent  look  l  Oh  fine fooie,  Ha  foolc. 

Rod .  P>  itlicc  with  what  newes ,  and  whither  is  thy  head  tra¬ 
velling  ? 

Bar.  My  head,and  my  feet  goe  one  way,  and  both  now  at  their 
journeyes  end.  The  neWes  \sy  that  one  Patrick^  aftranger,  is  invi¬ 
ted  to  court :  this  way  he  muft  come  ^  and  I  like  one  of  the  Kings 
wanton  u  h  Ipcsjhave  broke  loofe  from  the.kennell5and  come  thus 
afore  to  bark  3and  bid  him  welcome,  the  King  and  Qucene  will 
tticetehim.  .  /  .  • 

R<^.  Has  the  King  invited  him  ? 

Bar.  What  elfe  man.  Sings 

Ob  the  Ghteene  and  the  Kingyand  the  royallOjf Jpring, 

With  the  Lords y*nd  Ladies.  Jo  gay0 
J  telly  oft  not  a  trick&fo  meete  the  man  Patrickc  : 

Are  all  novo  t rouping  this  way . 

'This  man  ^report  Jitigs9  does  many  f range  thing s  : 

Our  P riefs^and  our  Bards  mu f  give ptace. 

Ha  cares  not  a  flrawyfor  our  J: word  or  club-law* . 

Oh  Ilong  to  behold  his  gay  face. 

Rod.  Prctbcea  word,  thou  didft  name  the  Quepne^DoesThe 
tome  too? 

Bar.  Byanymeanes. 

Rod.  W ell  tis  a  goad  foulc 
Bar.  Who  ? 

Rod.  TheQnecne. 

Bar.  The  Queenc  ift  ?  doft  make. but  a  fonle  o’hcr?  treafon,  I 
jiz  heard  fomc  foolifh  Philosophers  affomc ,  that  women  have 
o  fouhs :  ’twere  well  for  fame  they  had  n®  bodies;  but  to  make 
p  body  of  the  Queene,  istrcifon,  if  it  be  not  fcllony. 

Rod.  Oh  my  roya^l  love  !  , , 

Bgr  Love.artthou  in  love  Rodomant  ?  nay  then  thou  may ’ft 

Talkc 
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Talkc  trcafon  or  any  thing.  Folly  and  madneffe  arc  lafh  frec5  and 
may  ride  cheeke  by  joll  with  a  judge.  But  doft  thou  know  what 
lorcis,  thou  one  of  Cupids  overgrowne  monkies  ?  Come,  crack 
me  this  nut  oflovc5and  take  the  maggot  for  thy  labour. 

R  od.  Prccthee  do  thou  fay  what  ’tis. 

Bar.  No, I  will  fing  a  piece  of  my  minde,and  love  to  thee. 

Sings  Love  is  a  bog, a  deep  hog, a  wide  Log . 

Love  is  a  clog,a  great  clogya  chfe  clog . . 

*Tis  a.  wilderncfje  to  ho  fie  our Jelves , 

A  baiter  *tis  to  nooze  our  f elves. 

Then  draw  Dun  out  o' tb  mire  : 

And  throw  the  clog  into  the  fire. 

Keefe  in  the  Kings  high  way. 

And  fiber  you  cannot  fir  ay. 

If  thou  admire  no  female  elfe, 

,  The  baiter  may  go  bang  it  fielfie. 

Drinkiwine  and  be  merry  for  love  is  a  folly  : 

And  dwells  in  tbe  boufe  of  mellancbolly. 

R. od.  *Tis  fuch  a  tnerry  baboonc,  and  fhootes  quil!s  like  a  Por¬ 
cupine,  but  who’s  this  ? 

Enter  St.  VztrK\a,and  bis  traine  at  one  doore .  At  the  other, 
the  King,  fifteen  e,his  fonnes  art  d  daughters,  ALilcbo, 

A  rebimagus  yind  Priefis .  - 
Bar*  ’Tis  He,Iknow  him  by  inftimfh 
Sings,  Pa trickc  welcome  to  this  Tie, 

S  ee  how  every  thing  doth  finite  : 

Eq  thy  ftctffie  andtbym  Her, 

And Liwne  that  is  whiter. 

And  evey  fitaven  crowhe  a  welcome  welc  me  to  towtoe,  f 

Looks  where  tbe  King, and  Queen e  doe  greets  thee : 

H>a'  Princely  fonnes  are  come  to  meets  thee. 

And  j ee  where  a  pa  ire  isyof  very  fitie  Banes- 
Prepar'd  too  0  ■ 

^h at  thou  may  fi report , thy  welcome  to  Court , 

And  the  B'ardtoo, 

A-S  D  3  And 
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And  fo  pray  father  give  me  your  blejjxng. 

Pat .  I  thank  thee  courteous  Bardghy  heart  is  honeft. 
But  to  the  King  my  Otitic. 

Kin.  Wei  co  me  Pa  tricky 

For  fo  th'oucafft  thy  fdf;  behave  thrown^  off  ~~ 
Our  anger  :  and  with  calme,and  melting  eyes 
Looke  on  thee.  Thou  haft  piety,  to  forgive. 

Our  former  threats  and  Ianguage,and  to  feisfie. 

For  our  deniall  of  fome  humble  cottages, 

Againft  the  hofpitable  lawes  of  nature. 

We  give  thee  now  our  Palace,ufe  it  freely. 

My  felfe.our  Queene  and  children,  will  be  all 
Thy  guefts :  and  owe  our  dwellings  to  thy  favour. 
There  arc  fome  things  of  venerable  mark 
XJpon  thy  broWjthou  art  fome  holy  man, 

Ddign’d  by  providence  to  make  us  happy  ; 

Agen5moft  welcome  tous. 

gj)nee>  His  afpeeft 

Doth  promifegoodnes:  Welcome. 

Co.  To  us  all. 

Tat .  If  this  be  heartic, heaven  will  not  permit 
Your  charities  unrewarded* 

Cor .  I  am  weary 

Of  thefe  dull  complements*  jfrcbimagw* 

Ac,  I  am  prepar'd,  I  know  your  bloud’s  alortgirig 
T o  change  embraces  with  Emcria* 

Receive  this, which  womc  upon  your 
Arme,  is  fo  by  power  of  magickc  fortified* 

You  fhallgoe  where  you  pleafednvifible,  s 
It  till  you  take  it  off ;  Gog  to  your  Miftres^ 

Cor.  Softly  my  deere  Arcbmagun the  rtft 
Speake  in  a  whifper;  I  fhall  be  jealous  of 
Theintelligcncing  aire* 

Kin.  You  may  be  confident 
Our  favour  fpreads  to  alk.BUf  where  is  Bkhu 
Your  Convert  ?  wee'l  recciyeWm  to  our  grace  too. 
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tat.  Hedurft  not  Sir,  approach  your  royall  prcfcnce. 

And  griefc.for  the  fad  fate  of  his  twofonnes. 

Hath  made  him  weary  of  focicty  : 

Not  farre  off  in  a  wood,be  meanes  to  wcare  out 
His  life  in  prayer  and  pennance. 

Arc  Howdoyoutaft  it? 

Car .  'Tis  rare,  and  muff  fucccedc  to  my  ambition. 

Arc.  Loofe  no  time  time  then* 

Cor.  I  fly,  command  me  ever.  Exit  Cori ♦ 

Kin.  Iam  not  well  o’th*  fuddainc. 

Ghiee.  Howl  what  iff 
That  doth  offend  the  King  ? 

Kin.  An  evill  confcicncc:  Alas  my  children. 

Cm .  Father. 

Arc.  Sir. 

Etb .  Pray  fpeaketo  us. 

Kin .  Howffialll 

W  in  credit  with  this  good  man  ,  that  I  have 
Rcpentedjfor  the bloudof  Diehues fonnes  ? 

Fat.  If  you  diflfcmble  not  with  heaven  ,1  can 
Be  eafily  gain'd  Sir5to  belecveand  pray  for  you. 

Kin.  Some  wine, it  is  the  greateft  ceremony 
Of  love  with  us,thc  fcalc  of  reconcilement. 

Let  fomc  one  bring  us  wine,|I  wo’not  move. 

Untill  I  drink  to  this  bleft  man. 

Arc.  Away. 

Kin .  This  place  ftiall  be  remembred  to  pofterity^ 

Where  Leogariur  firft,flhcw*dhimfe]f  friend 
To  holy  Patrick^  *  Fis  religious  rhirft* 

That  wiil  not  let  me  expccl,  till  more  returne. 

There  is  a  ftreameof  peace  within  my  heart. 

Arc.  Tis  rarely  counterfeited. 

Con  He  is  my  father, 

I  fhouldclf.  tell  him;  Tisnot  iikcaKing., 

T  us  to  conlpire  a  poore  mans  death.  What  thinks 

Our  royall  mother  ?  Is  it  juft  to  take  , 
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By  Bratagemmc,  this  innocent  mans  life. 

What  mesnes  my  fonne  ? 

Con.  Shall  I  betray  the  plot 
Yet  ?  prefer vc  him:  fee  the  wine. 

A,c.  The  wine  • 

Attends  you  Sir.  * 

Kin.  ,Tis  well,  fill  us  a  checrcfull  cup  :  here  Patrick^ 

W e  drink  thy  welcome  to  the  Irifli  coafts. 

Etb.  What  does  my  father  meane  to  doe  With  this 
Duh  thing  ?  hee’ic  never  make  a  courtier. 

F *4  His  very  looke*  have  turn’d  my  blood  already* 

Arc.  1*1 1  fpice  his  cup* 

Kin.  Doo’tftrongly. 

§>nc.  There's  fomething  within  prompts  me  to  pitty 
This  Granger. 

Con.  Do  you  love  wine  Sir  ? 

Pat.  If  I  did  not,  '  ' 

I  (hould  prefume  againft  my  nature  once  •  < : 

To  pleafe  the  King  that  hath  thus  honoured  us. 

Con.  DonotTfay  do  not.  . 

Arc.  Pleafe  you  Sir  > 

Kin.  Come,to  our  Queene^ 

Rod.  My  royall  love,  would  I  had  the  grace  to  drink  to  her  or 
kills  the  cup. 

Tat.  My  dutie.  .  *  * 

Arc.  Mow  obferve  Sir  the  change, he  has  it  home, 

Rod.  I  cannot  live5my  heart  woiiot  hold  out. 

Kin.  Forbeare,as  you  affeft  your  life, 

§u.  How’s  this?  now  I  lufpcft  ConaUm. 

Pat.  I  have  one  boonc  to  ask  your  M ) jeftic ; 

'  Since  you  look  on  us  with  this  gracious  (mile : 

That  you  would  give  my  poore  companions  leave> 

To  build  a  little  chappell  in  this  place. 

It  final!  be  thefirft  monument  of  your  love  ; 

To  uie  our  owne  religion, th:. ground  offers 
Plenty  offtone^becoft  and  paine bcours. 
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Kin .  Not  yet? 

Pat.  Twill  bind  ns  ever  to  pray  for  you. 

Kin .  If  it  were  violent,  as  thcu  lay  it  had 
By  this  time  gnawne  to  his  bowels, 

Pat.  Sir5  you  mind  not 
The  humble  lint  I  make. 

Arc.  Not  yet? 

Pat.  Great  Sir. 

Kin .  Ic  does  not  alter  him.,  he  rather  lookes 
With  fr<-  flier  bloud  upon  him. 

Arc .  Tis  my  wonder, 

I  did  not  truft  another  to  prepare  his  cup.  ^ 

Kin.  Come,  *tis  not  poyfon,  weareabusd. 

Arc.  Upon  my  life. 

Pat.  The  King  is  troubled. 

Kin.  Prepare  another. 

Arc>  It  fliall  be  done.^ 

Kin.  Come  hither  firra,  you  brought  this  wine. 

Red.  I  did5  Sir. 

Kin.  And  you  fliall  tafte  it. 

Rod .  Would  I  were  but  worthy. 

Kin .  I  will  have  it  lo.  Come,  drink  our  health. 

Rod.  May  J  remember  your  good  Queenes. 

Arc :  And  he  had  the  conftitution  of  an  Elephant 
*T' would  pay  him. 

§ht.  How  cheere  you,  Sir. 

Tat  Well,  Madam  5  but  Iobferve 
Diftra&ionsin  the  King. 

Kin.  Nay,  drink  it  off. 

Rod.  A  nd  it  were  as  deep  as  the  root  of  Penmenmaure,  my  roy**  1 1 
all  Love  fhould  have  it.  1 

Kin.  Now  we  fliall  try  the  ingredients,  it  ftirr’d  I 

Not  him, has  he  done’t  ?  | 

Rod.  So.  .  v  I 

Arc.  Yes,  and  the  change  begins  to  fhew  already,  -  J 

Rod.  Hoy  ho - r~  what’s  that  ?  jj 
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Bar.  Where  ? 

Rod.  Here3here  abouts,  was  the  wine  burnt  ?  oh  there’s  wild:* 
fire  in  the  wine. 

■Arc.  Jt  workes  on  him. 

Rod.  There’s  fquibs  and  crackers  in  my  ftomacke;  am  not  I 
poy  foil’d? 

Bar .  Poy  for/d  ?  we  fhall  want  a  foolethen. 

Rod.  A  way, I'll  never  drink  agen. 

Bar.  Not  oftcn9and  thou  beeft  poyfon'd. 

Rod.  It  increafes ,  my.royall  love  has  poifbn’d  me,  her  health 
has  blowne  my  bowells  up.  Oh  a  cooler,  wouJd  I  were  a  while  in 
the  frozen  fea ,  charity  is  not  cold  enough  to  releeive  me  :  the  de¬ 
vil!  is  making  fireworkes  in  my  belly.  Ha  the  Queent*  let  mebut 
Ipeake  to  the  Qiieene;  Oh  Madam, little  do  you  think ,  that  I  have 
poyfon'dmy  felfjOhfor  your  fweete  fake.  But  howfoever  j  Oh 
think  upon  me  when  I  am  dead.  I  bequeath  my  heart^Oh  there 
already :  my  royall  love  farewell.  > 

Arc.  What  thinks  you  now  ?  it  hath  difpatch*d  him  raving. 

Tat.  Madam, you  ihew  a  pious  heart5I  finde 
I  y[y  death  was  meant;  but  *tis  heavens  goodneffe 
]  ]  Should  not  fall  by  poy  ion :  do  not  loofe 
is  four  charity. 

Bar ,  Hee*s  dead. 

!  Tat.  Pray  let  me  fee  the  fellow. 

I  Km.  It  affrights  me, this  was  fome  treafon  meant  to  as^ 
cl  And  thee  good  man  s  How  I  am  innocent. 

Tat.  How  foone  death  would  devoure  him. 

Arc.  Paft  your  cure. 

Tat .  That  power  we  ferve  can  call  back  life5and  fee^ 
i!H:  has  a  little  motion. 

B  tr.  He  breathes  too  s  nay  then  he  may  live  to  have  tb'other 
cup :  Madara,  this  Patrick^  is  a  rare  phyfitien  ,  if  he  flay  with  us, 
ee’l  m  kcus  all  immortal!. 

Kin.  Alive  agen?  Oh  let  me  honour  thee. 

§htee.  We  cannot  Sir  enough; 
deceive  me/* atrich , 

R  ^  ,  '  Aweakc 
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A  wcake  difciple  to  thee  :  my  foule  bids  me 
Embrace  thy  faith  :Make  me  a  Chriftian. 

Kin.  How?  did!  thou  have  Arcbimagut,  let fome 
Convey  our  Queene  hence,  her  weak  confcience  melts* 

Shee'l  be  a  Chrhtia  n  flae  fayes :  l  hate  her, 

Anddo confine  her  to  the  houfe  of  Miicho 
Onr  zealous  Provoft. 

Pat .  Tis  the  Kings  pleafure  Madam, 

I  fhoiild  attend  you  hence. 

Quee.  Where  the  King  plcafe. 

Pat,  Inanyprifon  Madam, I  dare  vifit  you; 

Be  comforted, they  do  but  fight  with  heaven. 

Con ♦  1*11  waite  upon  my  mother. 

Kin.  Looke  to  my  daughters, 

Leaft  this  change  worke  on  them,  % 

Arc.  They  are  my  charge. 

Kin.  Be  not  deje&ed  Patricl^vjc  do  mcane 
All  good  to  thee :  fet  for  ward,nave  a  care 
Of  that  poore  fellow. 

Pat.  Til  attend  you  Sir, 

And  truftto  Providence  we  fhall  be  fafe. 

Bar.  How  ift  now  Kodamant  ?  doft  thou  remember  thou  wert 
dead  ?  Thou  wertpoyfon’d. 

Rod .  There  is  a  kinde  ofgrumbling  in  my  guts  ftill. 

Bar.  Sings.  *  Count ^  we  will  drin\a  cup  boyjmt  of  better  brewing f 
,  jind  we  will  drinJ^it  up  joy ,  without  any  feare  of¬ 
fline  is  injufi  that  is  taken  on  trufhjf  it  tarry  with  us  it  fatts , 

A  cup  hoy ,  drinkytp  joy  t  and  let  e'mgo  poyfon  ratts ;  Exeunt « 


Exeunt, 


Enter  Emeria . 

Em.  What  is  it  that  doth  fit  fo  heavy  on  me  ? 

Since  Coribreus  talk’d  with  me,  I  finds  a  dulncs  in  my  braine ;  and 
My  eyes  look  as  through  a  mift  :  which  hangs  upon  my  lids, 

And  weighes  e’m  do  wne.  He  frighted  me  to  heare  him, 

He  has  a  rugged  and  revcngefull  nature  $ 

Not  the  fweet  temper  that  his  brother. 

E  2  My 
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My  deere  mine?  alas  did  I 

Say  mine  ?  indeed  he  is  Matter  of  my  heart, 

Bur  fomething  makes  me  feare  I  (hall  not  be 

So  happy  as  I  wifh  in  his  poffeffion:  t 

Yet  we  have  vowes  on  both  fid. s, holy  ones, 

-And  marriage promif'd.  But  I  am  too  loude  5 
Yet  net. -my  lodgings  are  remote  and  priva’ft 
Of  all  the  Court :  and  I  have  diftnift  the  fervants. 

None  neere  to  reach  my  voice*thcn  rill  this  give 
Accelttj  I  need  not  feare  the  filent  chambers. 

More  cloudes  doc  gather  ’bout  my  eyes,  ’tis  ftrange, 

I  am  not  ufd  to  be  inclin’d  to  fkepe. 

While  the  dry  mines;  then  take  what  nature  offers 
Emeriay ai  d  comply, it  may  difcharge 
Thy  waking  melancholly,fo  I  fecle 
It  gently  Aide  upon  my  fences* 

E  titer  Spirits  before  Corib  reus  habited  glorioujly, 
and  reprefenting  Ceancrochi, 

Cor.  Sojlo^this  ammelet  I  find,  iecures  me 
From  all  obfervers,and  I  now  am  in 
Her  chamber, by  a  feate  my  Spirit  did  me  : 

Ha  ?  She  fleepes  too*  what  a  fine  Bawd  the  devil!  is* 

What  opportunities  he  can  frame  to  bring 
Thefe  things  t&  paffo  I  were  beft  loofe  no  time; 

Madam, Madam,faire  Emer'ia . 

Erne.  Ha?  who**  that?  was  it  a  voice  that  cafd  me  ? 

Or  do  I  dreame  ?  here’s  no  body  ,  this  key 
Made  all  without  faft;yet  Til  Tee.  Exit, 

Cor .  I  had 

Forgot,  fhee’le  never  fee  me  if  I  do  not 
Take  off  my  charms, perhaps  X  may  agenbe  vifibTe 
If!  ha  not  loft  my  felfe*  Enter  Emeria 

Erne,  The  doores  arefatt. 

Hal  Bleffe  me  you  Powers. 

This  mufick  is  not  frequent  in  my  chambers  ; 

*Iis  here*I  know  not  where#I  can  fee  nothing* 
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Cor.  Emeria.  |;  —  '*  T 

Eme.  Who  ift  that  calls  Emeria)  goodnes  ayde  me  l 
Cor.  Put  off  thy  Fright  E  meria^  yet  I  blame  not 
Thy  feeble  fence  to  tremble  at  my  prefence  : 

Not  tiPdto  moftalJ  cyes,and  unprepar’d. 

But  gather  flrength, and  call  thy  blood  agen 
Whofe  feate  a  palcneffe  doth  ufurp :  I  am 
Thy  freind* 

Erne.  But  no  acquaintance  fare, what  are  you  ? 

Cor.  Not  what  I  leeme5I  have affum’d  this  forme^ 

To  tell  theewhatahappinefleis  now 
Coming  from  heaven  upon  thee. 

Eme .  Vponme? 

Cor .  And  when  the  fweete  E meria  is  colle&ed, 
Sheewilllooieher  life  agen  in  joy  and  wonder. 

Eme,  My  ftrength  returnes3this  is  a  gentle  language. 

And  Spirit,if  thou  beeft  one;  fpeake  thy  will. 

Cor.  Then  know  Emeriti  am  no  mortall 
But  Ceaticrocbiychidc  of  all  the  gods 
That  now  appeare. 

Eme.  I  know  not  what  to  anfwer 
But  with  my  humble  knee, 

Or.  Thy  pure  devotion 

Richer  then  cloudes  of  inceqfe,Myrrhe,and  Caflia, 

And  all  theGummes  whofe  piles  make  fvveetc  our  Altar, 

Hath  beendelightfull  to  the  gods, and  me. 

And  I  have  left  the  Palace  of  the  bieft. 

Where  many  glorious  virgins  waite  :  and  want  thee, ; 

A  fellow  finger  in  their  heavenly  quire. 

To  vifit  in  this  forme  the  faire  Emeriq, 

A  d  thank  thee  fur  thy  pious  fac  ».  lficcs : 

Rik  then  and  be  confijrm’d ,  w7emeane  to  honour 
Thy  pi-rlon  and  thy  vertues,  . 

Em,  Can  this  roofe  .  r 

Be  fo  i-nuch  bLft  >.and  can  fo  great  a  deiry 
Confiuer  my  imperfed  uutie  rhu^  ? 

E  3  Con  ♦ 
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Cor .  Tonffurcthy  thoughts>ask  faircft  virgin,  what 
Thou  moft  defireft,  and  it  (hall  firmer,  than 
The  Deftinies,  be  made  thine  owne :  haft  thou 
A  wiih  to  this  worlds  glorie,  to  be  greater  ? 

Would’ft  thou  enlarge  thy  knowledge,  or  thy  pleafurc  > 
Do’ft  thou  affe<ft  to  have  thy  life  extended, 

Double  the  courfe  of  Nature ;  or  thy  bcautie 

Above  the  malice  of  difeafe,  or  time 

To  wither  ?  Woula’ft  thou  fee  thy  bookcof  fate* 

And  read  the  various  lines  that  fall  into 
Thy  life,  as  to  their  center  :  fpcake,  and  be 
Polfsft  ;  if  thou  refufe  what  here  is  nam’c!> 

Thy  wifh  will  come  too  late,  Emeriti? 

Em.  None  of  all  thde ;  let  me  be  ftill  accepted 
An  humble  fervant  to  the  gods. 

Cor.  Then  I 

Will  find  fome  other  way  to  thy  reward : 

F irftj  we  releafe  that  dutie  of  thy  knee-i 
Reach  thy  fa  ire  hand. 

Em.  I  dare  nor. 

Cor .  Doe  not  tremble, 

It  fhall  but  meet  another  like  thine  owne  ; 

For  I  had  care  not  to  affright  my  virgin  : 

What  do'ft  thou  fee  in  mc3  that  to  thy  fenfe 
Appeares  not  man  ?  Divinitie  is  too  bright 
For  thy  weake  eye,  and  therefore  I  have  clad 
In  this  no  threatning  fhape,  all  that  is  divine  s 
That  I  with  fafetie  of  tby  fence,  Etneria , 

Might  vifit  thee :  come,  I  will  fee  thee  often* 

If  thou  be  wife  to  underftand  how  much 
It  is  my  will  to  honour  thee;  and  I 
Will  thus  defcend,and  leave  my  beames  behind, 
Whofebrightneffc  were  enough  to  burne  thee. 

To  converfe  with  thee  in  a  loving  way 
Of  fmiling  thus,  and  thus  embracingthee  — • 

Of  mixing  palmes,  nay  I  will  kiffe  thee  too. 
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Em.  Doc  our  gods  pra<5hfe  this  * 

Car.  Not,  but  with  tbofc 

They  meane  efpeciall  grace  to,  fuch  as  they  know  muft  hereafter 
fiiine  above  with  them,  though  mcerly  mortals,  are  ador’d  ;  and 
feldomc  vifit  the  world,  hid  thus  in  flelhand  bloud,  which  wee  at 
plcafure  can  affume,  and  have  defires  like  you,  and  have  our  pafil- 
ons  too? can  love,  I,  and  enjoy  where  wee  will  place  the  happi- 
ncife,  tlfe  we  had  lefle  than  men. 

Em.  1  thought  the  powers  above  had  beene  all  h  oneft. 

Or.  9  JTis  in  them  chaftitic>  nor  is  it  fin 
Inthofe  we  love  to  meet  wit  active  flames. 

And  be  glad  mothers  to  immortal  1  iffues : 

How  oft  hath  Jovc^  who  juftly  is  ador’d. 

Left  heaven,  to  praftife  love  with  fuch  a  faire  one  ? 

The  Sun,  for  one  embrace  of  Daphne ,  would 

Have  pawn’d  his  beames :  not  one,  but  hath  fometime* 

Defccndcd,  to  make  fruitfull  weake  Mortality, 

Oh,  if  thou  couid’fl:  but  reach,  Eweria, 

With  tby  imagination,  what  delight, 

What  flowing  extafics  of  joy  webring 
Your  fex,  made  nice  and  cold  by  winter  lawes 
Of  man,  that  freeze  the  bIoud>  thou  wood’ll  be  fond 
To  my  embraces 3and  petition  me 
Tobiefle  thee  with  a  rape,  yet  I  woe  thy 
Confcnt. 

Em.  Away : 

Thou  art  no  god  fure,  but 
Same  vicious  Impoftor  s  Can  a  Deitic 
Breath  fo  much  impious  language,  and  reward 
(Vertue  with  fhame? 

Or.  Take  heed,  and  doc  not  vainc 
Thy  fclfe  by  ralli  and  fro  ward  oppofition  • 

Know,  I  can  make  thee  nothing,  at  a  breath. 

Em,  Better  be  fo,  than  made  fo  foule  a  being. 

Cor.  Nay  then,  what  ftiould  have  beene  with  thy  conlent  a 
bleffing,  flui!  now  only  fervemy  plcafure, and  I  will  take  the  for* 
feitof  thy  cold neffe*  -  E»*. 
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Em.  Oh  help,  fome  man,  I  dare  not  call  upon  che  gods ;  for  they 

are  wicked  grown  e,  oh  help. 

Cor .  I  (hall  need  none,  thou  thing  ofdifobedience,  thou  art  now 
within  my  power  of  love,  or  furie :  yeeld,  or  1 1!  force  thee  into  po- 
ilures  (hall  make pleafore  weep,  and  hurle  thee  into  wancunneffe. 

He  carries  her  in. 

The  Devils  rejnycing  in  a  dance  conclude  the  AB. 


Act.  IV. 

Enter  Adi Icho  and  Servant! 

Mil*  Who’s  with  the  Queene,  my  prifoner? 

Ser.  The  Prince  Conallus  came  to  vifit  her.  Exit  Ser. 

Adi/.  So :  bid  my  daughter  Emrria  come  hither^ 

She’s  come  verie  melancholy  from  the  Court* 

U  nder  pretence  to  wait  upon  the  Queene  here.  Enter  Emeria * 

Still  fad  ;  come,  I  muft  have  your  face  lookeotherwife, 

DrefTe  it  in  (miles  :  J  hope  you  put  not  on 
This  fbrrow  for  the  Queene,  (he  is  a  traytor 
To  the  King,  and  to  the  gods. 

Em.  A  traytor,  Sir  I 

Oh  doe  not  fay  fo  ;  *tis,  I  heare,  for  nothing, 

But  looking  on  the  ftranger  Patrick^with 
Somepitie.  .  £ 

Mil.  It  will  not  run 

Out  of  my  thought  5  but  this  is  the  fame  Patrick^ 

That  was  my  (lave  once,  he  was  a  Brittan  too  : 

I  know  not  how,  he  found  fbme  treafiire  then 
To  buy  his  libertie  :  were  he  ageii ' 

My  (lave,  no  gold  fhould  buy  him  from  my  fwine, 

Whofe  once  companion  he  was :  Emeria , 

D’yee  heare?  Con  illy*,  theyoung  Prince  is  come 
To  foe  his  mother  ;  ufe  him  gently,  girle  : 

Come,  I  have  heard  he  does  affeft  thee,  ha  ? 

►  '  He 
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He  may  be  King.  -  ;  r  ; 

Em,  His  brother  Coribreuf 
Is  ncerer  to  that  title,and  he  fayes 
He  loves  me.  .  :ii 

-^i/.  Does  he  fo?  then  love  him  beft. 

Ewe .  Imagine  I  had  promifd,  Sir,  my  heart 
To  hi$  younger  brother. 

Mil .  Break  a  thousand promises*  ^ 

And  hazard  breaking  of  thy  heart  too  wench. 

To  be  but  one  degree  neercr  a  Queene; 

It  does  exalt  my  heart, fpread  all  thy  charmes  * 

Of  wit  and  language, when  he  courts  thee  girle : 
Smile,  kifle>  or  any  thing,that  may  endeere 
Him  andfo  great  a  fortune:  I  muft  leave  thee. 

But  wonotbelong  abfent.  * 

S er.  Sir, the  Bard  does  prelie  to  fee  the  Queen c. 
Mil.  He  muft  not  lee  her. 

His  infolenceFll  punifih;  yet  admit  him  hither, 

His  pleafant  nature  may  raife  mirth 
In  my  fad  daughter. 

Welcome,  merry  Bard,  v 

Bar,  I  care  not  whither  I  be  or  no:  the  Queene 
I  come  to  fee.  <1  v  .  : 

Mil.  Shoe’s  private  with  the  Prince: 

Come  hithcr,do’ft  thou  lee  that  piece  of  fullenneffc 
That  phlegraatick  foolifh  thing. 


Enter 
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MU,  Make  her  merry, and  Til  give  thee  1 
Cold  joy  to  purchafe  a  new  harpdiere's  fome 
In  earned:;  thou  haft  wanton  pretty  fangs  nl 
To  ftirre  the  merry  thoughts  of  maids ;  Pme  gone 
To  give  thee  opportunity , my  prefence  v  h  ‘ 

MayTpbilc  the  working  ofthy  mirth, that  done  . 
Sha’t  fpcak  with  the  Queene  too;  hwo  onhn  wof 
Bar.  Fare  you  well  Sir, and  take  a  knave  ikiH  my  ' 
Along  we*e.  Here’s,  a  rofe 
•  :■  F 
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Sprung  out  of  athiftlenow  :  You  are  fad,  Madam. 

Em.  I  have  no  cau  (e  of  mirth,  Bird. 

Ba.  What  cTyee  think  of  me  ? 

E m,  Think  of  thee,  Bard-,  I  think  th’art  honeft>  andcanftftew 
a  pleafant  face  fometimes,  without  an  over  joy  within,  but  ’tis  thy 
office.  .  .  •  • 

Ba.  I  know  why  you  are  fo  melancholy. 

Em,  Prethee  why  do’ft  think,  Bard 
Ba.  Yon  want  a  man. 

Em,  Why,  thou  art  one? 

Ba.  That’s  more  than  you  know. 

3Tii  leng  of  mm  that  maids  an  fad ; 

Come  then ,  and  fwfstly  kj  jje  tbem^ 

Their  lips  invite  yon  will  he  mad 
To  come  too  late  and  miffe  them. 

In  their  cheeky  arefull-blowne  rofes 

To  make  garlands ?  to  makepofies : 

He  that  defires  to  he  a  father , 

Let  him  mak^  hafle  before  theyfaUy  am 
Ton  fay  too  long,3  and  do  them  wrong  : 

If  men  would  virgins  flrive  to  pleafe^  : 

No  maid  thisyeere  fhould  dye  o  th  greent  difeaft •* 

What,  are  you  merrie  yet  ? 

Em.  I  am  fo  far 

|  From  being  rais’d  to  mirth,  that  I  encline  .  ; . 

To  anger.  *  • 

Ba,  Come,  I’ll  fit  you  with  a  fbng, 

!,  A  lamentable  ballad,  of  one  loft 
I  Her  maiden-head.  and  would  needs  have  it  cri'd> 

il  J  - 
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Il  With  all  the  marks,  in  hope  to  hat  agen.v 
Em  You  were  not  fent  to  abufeme  £ 

Ba,  A  daintie  aire  too.  I’ll  but  tune  my  inftrumenc. 

Em,  No  more,  or  Til  complaine :  furehee  fcnowes  nothing  of 
^ny  difhonour.  How  mine  owne  thoughts  fright  me?  ^ 

Ba.  Now  you  (hall  heare  the  dittie. 

Em.  Hence, fooli {hBard.  Bings, 
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Ba*  -d  poore  wench  was  Jigbing,  and  weeping  amaine . 

Andfaine  would  fee  have  her  virginitie  againe^ 
Loft  fee  knew  not  how  •  in  her  fleep  (as fee [aid ) 
She  went  to  bed  pure}  but  fee  rife  not  a  maid: 

She  made  faff  the  do&re^ 

She  was  certaine  before , 

She  laid  her  felfe  downc  in  the  bed  : 

But  when  fee  awaked^  the  truth  is  far  leaked ^ 
Oh  fee  miff  her  maiden-bead. 

Enter  Conallus . 

Ha,  the  young  Prince,  I’ll  tarrie  no  longer  w’ee. 

Now  to  the  Queene.  Exit. 

Con.  Emeria%  prethee  doe  not  hide  thy  face 
From  me,  *tis  more  than  common  fbrrow  makes 
Thee  look  thus :  If  the  Queenes  mifcfortunes  have 
Darken'd  thy  face,  I  fuffer  too  in  that. 

If  for  thy  felfe  thou  weep’ft,  my  almoft  ebbing  _ 
Gtlefethou  wilt  enforce  back,  and  beget  —  -  : 

New  feas,  in  which,  made  high  by  one  flrongfigh 
Of  thine,  I  meet  a  watry  fepulcher. 

My  mothers  face  commands  my  griefe,  but  thine  1  r, 

A  greater  fuffering,  fince  our  hearts  are  one,  •  f 

And  there  warns  nothing, but  a  ceremony  m 

To  juftifie  it  to  the  world.  i ; 

Em.  Call  back  < 

Your  promifes,  my Lord,  they rwfre ill  plac’d 
On  me,  for  I  have  aothing  to  deferve’^m. 

Cm.  If  thou  be’ft  conftant  to  thy  felfe,  and  arc 

Emeria  ftill - -  • 

Em.  That  word  bath  wounded  me*  * 

Con.  Why,  art  not  thou  thy  folfe?  •.>  , 

Em.  I  have  the  fh ape  ft  ill. 

But  not  the  inward  part. 

Con.  Amlfbmiferable*  „ 

To  have  my  faith  fufpeded,  for  I  dare  not  !• 

Think  thou  canft  fin  by  any  change :  What  aft 
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Havel  done  my  Enter  ia  ?  or  who  hath 
Poyfor/d  thy  pure  loule-with  ftggeftion 
Of  my  revolt  ?  Apoftafie  Fit  call  it. 

For  n^ct  our  gods,  thomartmy  happinefle. 

E m.  Now,  my  deere  Lord,  and  let  mee  adde  thus  much 
In  my  owne  part,  I  never  lov’d  you  better ; 

Never  with  more  religious  thoughts  and  honour 
Look’d  on  you  ;  my  heart  never  made  a  vow 
So  blelTed  in  my  hopesras  that  I  gaveyou. 

And  I  fufpe£t  not  yours. 

Con.  What  then  can  make  thee. 

My  E mcna^  leffe  5  or. me  ?  Thou  do'ft  affright - - 

Em.  Yes,  I  am  leffe,  and  have  that  taken  from  me 
Hath  almoft  left  me  nothing,  or  if  any. 

So  much  unworthy  you,  that  you  would  curfetne. 

Should  I  betray  you  to  receive  Enteric. 

Con .  Doe  not  deftroy  me  lb,  be  plaine. 

Em.  Then  thus - :■  ..  .  ' 

But  if  I  drop  a  teareor  two,  pray  pardon  me : 

Did  not  the  (lory  touch  my  felfe,  I  fhould 
Weep  for  it  in  another  ;  you  did  promile 

To  marrie  me,  my  Lord.  *  ■  •  ; 

Con ,  I  did,  and  will.  BtftBP  1 3udcr.t r  idic in-z  * si+v/  srjch  bn/ 

Em.  Alas,  I  have  loll.  -  - 

Con.  What?  '• 

Em.  The  portion  that  I  promis'd  tobring  with  me. 

Con.  Do  I  value  thy  wealth  ?  -  -  0  -y I  ~  ^  nf 

Em.  Oh,  but  the  trealure 

I  loft,  you  wil  expeft,  and  Icorne  me  ever,  ' '  ~ 

Becaufeyou  haveitnot;  yetheaverfis  witneffe 
I  *Tis  not  my  fault,  a  thiefe  did  force  it  from  me,  ; :  ' 

I  Oh  my  deere  Lord.  f  r  " ; ;  :  -v^- 

I  Con .  I  know  not  what  to  feare, 

liSpeake  plainer  yet.  '  ' 

H  Em.  You  1  lay  I  am  too  loud,  j  :  .  ,f:  ^ 

M  When  I  but  whilper.  Sir.  I  am  no  virgin . 

“  VT  '  “  J  Cm. 
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Con ,  Ha! 

Em,  I  knew  ’twould  fright  you  •  bat  by  all  thofe  teares5 
The  poore  Lamb.,  made  a  prey  to  the  fierce  wolfe3 
Had  not  more  innocence.,  or  lefle  confent 
To  be  devoured;,  than  I  to  lofe  mine  honbur.: 

Con.  Why-,  wert  thou  ravifhed  ?  , 

Em.  You  have  named  itD  Sir. 

Con.  The  villaine,,  name  the  villaine.,  fweet  E meria^ 

That  I  may  fend  his  leprous  foule  tojhell  fbr*t3 

And  when  he  hath  confeft  the  raonftrous  fin3  >.  ,  ; 

I’ll  think  thpe  ft  ill  a  virgin,  and  thou  art  fo : 

Confirme  thy  pietie  by  naming  him. 

Em.  It  will  enlarge  but  your  vexation  i,$ir., 

That  he’s  above  your  anger  and  revenge  3  .  '  -  •  .  s  , 

For  he  did  call  himfelfe  a  god  that  did  it. 

Cm.  The  De  vill  he  was ;  Oh  do  not  wrack.,  E meriaD 
The  heart  that  honours  thee ;  mock  me  not3I  prethee,, 

With  calling  him  a  god,  it  was  a  furie. 

Thereafter  fiend  of  darknefle*  and  as  hot 
As  hell  could  make  him,  that  would  ravifti  thee. 

Em.  If  you  do  think  I  ever  lov'd  you.,  Sir., 

Or  have  a  fbule  after  my  bodies  rape., 

He  nam’d  himfelfe  a  god5  great  Ceancrocbim 0  . 

T o  whom  I  owe  my  fhame  and  transformation. 

Con.  Oh.  I  am  loft  in  miferie  and  amazement  Exit, 

Em.  So  5  I  did  fee  beforeic  would  affiift  him : 

But  having  given  thefe  reafons  loComUuf, 

For  our  divorce.,  I  have  provided.ho w 
Tofinifhalldifgracesbymydeath.  •  Enter  A rcb imagus. 
Come.,  cure  of  my  difhonour.,  and  with  bloud 
Wafhoffmyftaine.  H^Arcbmagijtf  C  ]  :  _rl‘5  -,o 

•  Madam.  -  ohratcrietjibod  vfb/uofl 

Em.  What  newes  with  our  great  Prieft. 

Jb'c.  I  come  to  tell  you3  heavenly  Ceancrocbiust 
Of  whom  I  had  this  day  a  happie  vifion,  ,  i  ;  -  ,y  .  ;  u 

Is  pl-eas’d  agen  to  vifit  you.,  and/comraanded 
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I  ftiould  prepare  you.  ' 

Eme.  I  begin  to  finde  v  ' 

Some  Magicall  impofture.  Doe*  he  know  it  l 
Arc.  I  leave  to  fay5how  much  you  are  his  favorite, 

Be  wife, and  humble  for  fo  groat  a  bleffttrg.  - 
Eme,  This  does  increase  my  Fcatcs,I-ve  been  bet  raid* 

PH  live  a  little  longer  then;  great  Pri'eft 
My  words  are  poorc  to  make  acknowledgement 
For  fo  divine  a  a  favour  :  But  !  foail 
Humbly  expedhand  hold  my  fdfefcg&rt  - !  j:  •  ; 

Bleft  in  his  prefence.  Eftter  Cotfoeuf  as  before  habited. 

Arc.  Hec*s here Etnerla  • 

Never  was  virgin  fo  much  honoured.  Exit, 

Cor .  How  is  it  with  rny  ftycet  Emerfia  ? 

Eme,  That  queftion  would  feeCo  me  an  ignorant  Mortal!, 
Whole  fenfe  would  be  inform’d;  not  Ceancrvcbiuf 
Whofc  eye  at  once  can  fee^he  foule  of  all things. 
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Cor.  I  do  not  ask, 

To  make  thee  think  I  doubt ,but  to  maintain 
That  formc,which  men  familiar  tofuch  faire  ones  ufc 
When  they  converfe ;  Fori  would  have  my  language 
Soft  as  a  lovers.  .  ,  c  i  '  o  , 

Eme.  You  are  ftill  gracious. 

Cor .  This  tempef  is  becoraing*and  thou  dofi: 

Now  appeare  worthy  of  our  loves  and  prefence. 

I  knew  when  thy  wife  foule  examin'd  what 

It  wasto  bethcdarling^tda  ^o^  - ' ;  r 

T hou  would’  ft  compoie  thy  geftures,and  refigne 

Thy  felfe  to  bur  eat  will Which  we  accept 

And  pardon  thy  firft  frailty*  *tis  in  us 

Emeriti  to  tranflate  thee  hence  to  heaven,  c  *  r 

Without  thy  bodies  reparation, 

Ith  twinckling  of  an  cye*bur  thou  ‘.ffiaY  live 
Here  to  convince  erring  mortality^  . 

That  gods  do  vifit  fuch  religious  vbtffifcS  \  g  /  '  ' 

In  humane  forme;  andtlfaS^filiitc  'em;  f ( ‘‘r,r 
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Em.  And  thus  be  anfvrcred9with  a  rcfolatc  heart.  Stabs  him , 

Cor .  Oh  thou  haft  murder’d  me5Strurapet, hold. 

Erne.  Sure  if  you  bca  god,youareabovc , 

Theft  wounds :  if  man  thou  haft  defers  d  ter  bleed 
For  thy  impiety. 

Cor.  My  blood  is  pun ilh’d* 

A  curfeupon  thy  hand,  I  am  no  god; 

I  am  the  Prince/ee  Corybrew. 

Em.  Ha?  the  Prince?  were  you  my  ravifher  my  Lord  ? 

I  have  done  a  jufticc  to  the  gods  in  this 

And  my  ownc  honour.  Thou  loft  thing  to  goodnefle; 

It  was  a  glorious  woundsandTam  proude  ;  ^  \ 

To  be  the  gods  revenger.  '  i  . 

Cor .  Hdp,Oh  I  am  loft.  Hedies. 

Em.  Call  on  the  furies  they  did  help  thy  finne,  ■»*  [•■■■> 

And  will  tranfport  thy  fbule  ©h  their  black  wings 
To  hclJ*Princf*and  the  gods  can  do  no  lefle, 

Than  in  reward  to  draw  thy  purple  ftreamc  up. 

Shed  in  their  caufc,and  place  it  a  portent 

In heaven, to affright fuchfoiile  lafeivious Prince*^ r  .j  : 

I  will  live  now, this  ftory  fhallnot  fall  foi  i  i  :  ^ 

And  yet  I  muft  not  ftay  hcrc,how  ConaEfa 
1  have  done  fome  revenge  for  thee  in  this. 

Yet  all  this  wonot  help  me  t&my  ownc  i  . 

Agcm  my  honour  of a  virgin  never v will  -  ■> 

Returned  live  and  mo^c,butwanting  thee, 

Acbeftl’mebuta  walking  mifene,  5  Exit. 
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Eater  EodJme&t  reading.  w  t 
Ead.  My  royal!  Jove, my  Lady, and  fairc  Mifteries, 
Such  love  as  mine, was  never  read  in  hiftof  ics. 

There’s  love, and  love, good,  - 

The  poyfon  to  my  heart  wag  not  focruelL 
As  that  1  cannnot  hang  thee',*  ho  w  s  that^aang  the  Qu 
The  poyfon  to  my  heart  was  not  fo  cruell. 

As  that  I  cannnot  hang  thee, my  rich  jewel!. 
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Within  my  heart.  Oh  there’s  hang  and  je  wcll^nd  heart, and  heart, 

goodagen*  .  ,  *  h 

I  am  thy  conftant  Elfe,  •  ■">  m?o' 

And  dare  for  thy  fweet  fake, go  hang  my  felfc.  '  ‘ 

What  though  i  am  no  Lord,  yet  lam  loyal  1, 

There’s  a  gingle  upon  the  letter,to  fhew  if  fhe  will 
Give  me  but  an  incb,ril  take  an  ell;  Lord  and  loyall ,  and  though 
no  prince  I  am  thy  fervant  royall.  Therc^s  no  figure  in  that ,  yes 
i  inpollibil  iry^fc  rvant  and  roy  all.  ;  ■ 

Then  grant  him  love  for  love, that  doth  prefent  thefe, 

W  ith  N  over  13$  .wuvxrfiper  prefentes*  *  ^ 

there’s  to  fhew  I  arfi  a  Linguift^wdthla  rum  me  in  me  rime  confin¬ 
ing  of  two  fevcrall  languages ,  befideiove  and  love ,  thy  jeat  and 
alablafter  fac&ll  eat  becaule  itdrawes  the  ftraw  of  my  heart*  and 
alablaftersbecaufe  there  i'sdbme;white;in  her  face3  : 

Thy  je at  and  Alabjaftor  facdnawcalls,  loth  y  :  r-  -  h  sii  h,  ;  c- 
My  love  and  hunger  up  to !eaf  &one  waltec  .  ad 1  b r  oi -  -vlf  ’  '  i  o  j 

Butfo  1  may  biteofher  nofe,irfher  fac.e  bb  alablafterjbiit  ihe  is  in 
prifon,  there  it  holds,  and  I  may  do  her  fervicc  to  break  prifon  for 
her  any  way.  Welk^ro^  enough  hi  ai  time,  if  ftie  like  this^I  have 
an  ambling  mufethat  ihaU'bfci3af  iier  iervice  ‘:  .Biit  what  (tumbling 
block  is  calf  in  my  way  ?  vFhis  i?no*place  to  fiecpeiml  takedtin  a 
itory  under  a  trundlebed  :  Jhavc  fscnc  thefgclothes  afore  now,the 
tailor  tooke  meafure  for  one  of  our  gods:  thatjinade  ’em*  de  e  heare : 
freind}ha !  *tis  the  Prince  41  H-.ifcsny  Lord  beeV^ 

fpecchlelfe.  What  were{i;bdGfp  daeibdti  ftead  of  feaudlling  thel « 
woun&Pfc!  firft  fearch  his  pockets  ;What  sphere  l.  a1  Bracelet  .,  afi 
pretty  toy ,1*11  give  it  the  Queene ,  but  ift  be  found  here  alone  I 
may  be  found  necelTary  to  JitsVdeatWrHi^what  ilial  1 1  do  ? 

Diird  h  r>xy>-  ^rnfvvo  ■ 

E titer, andfcnvant.:  1 ;  c v«c;ii.: n  1  e ;  ‘  : - 
M  il.  My  daughter  gone  abroad  without  a  fenrdnt  >t  v-  to 
Ser.  I  offer’d  my  attendance* o\  ion  gBW  i-serl  ym  01  noiv/'q  ‘J  T 
MM  bad  Odmdrderfd  ^xakthePiincep* ;  &:>  « vs  ;  j  A. 

S  laine  in  my  fioufe^conf^ifofti  >Lbok>abputy: re  n:.  c.l  0 .  nr  l 
Sc  a  rch  for  the  traitour  1  ever.  :  n  ■ . : c : -  d ? « 

[liif.iW  -  Ser- 
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Ser .  The  Prince !  i'll  take  my  oath  I  fee  him  not  enter*, 

Why  thus  difguis’d  ? 

Mil*  I  tremble  to  look  on  him,  feck  everie  where. 

Ser*  I  gave  acedie  to  none  bur  Kodamant ,  and  he  is  gone. 

Mil.  V\  hat  fhall  we  doe  >  remove  the  murder'd  body3 
A  d  on  thy  liie  be  filent,  we  are  loft  elfe. 

Attend  without.,  ar  d  giveacccfle  to  none, 

Till  i  have  thought  fome  way  through  this  affli<ftion. 

Did  my  ftars  owe  me  this  ?  oh,  I  could  curfe  *em3 
Ard  from  my  vex*  d  heart  exhale  a  vapour 
Of  execrations,  that  fhould  blaft  the  day, 

And  darken  all  the  world.  The  Prince  murder'd 

In  my  houfe,and  the  Tray  tor  not  difeovered*  letter  Servant* 

Ser .  One,  Sir,  with  a  letter. 

MIL  Let  him  carric  it  back,  where’s  the  young  Prince 

Ser .  Gone  long  fincc*5  Sir. 

MU.  I’ll  lay  the  murder  upon  him  j 
It  will  be  thought  ambition,  or  upon  the  Qu^ene. 

Ser .  Sir,  one  waits 
With  a  Letter  from  the  King. 

Mil.  The  King  ?  that  name 
Shoots  horrour  through  me  now*  who  is  the  meffenger  ? 

Ser ♦  Aftranger  both  in  habit  and  in  perfon  : 

This  is  he.  Sir.  'Enter  Patrick^ 

Mil .  Ha. 

Tat.  The  King  faliites  you,  ' 

My  Lord,  this  paper  fpeaks  his  royal!  pleafare* 

You  have  forgot  me,  Sir ;  but  I  havebccne  more 
Familiar  to  your  knowledge  s  Is  there  nothing 
W ithin  my  face3  that  doth  referable  once 
A  Have  you  had  ? 

MU.  Ha,  is  your  name  Patrick,  / 

Pat.  It  is,  my  Lord  :  I  made  my  humble  liiit 
Toth*  King,  that  by  his  favour  I  might  vifit  you  j 
And  though  I  have  not  now  that  ferviletye, 

It  will  hot  fhame  me  to  profeffe  I  owe 
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Yoiidutieftilbandfhali  to  mybeft  power 
Obey  your  juft  commands. 

Mil,  Hewrictome, 

That  I  ftiould  try  my  art,  and  by  feme  ftratagem 
Difcharge  his  life  $  I’ll  do’t,,  but  all  this  wonot 
Quit  the  fufpition  of  the  Princes  death: 

What  if  I  lay  the  murder  to  his  charge  ? 

I  can  iweare  any  thing.  But  if  he  come  offy 
My  head  muft  anfwer ;  no  trick  in  my  braine? 

Y’are  welcome ;  the  King  writes  you  have  defires 
To  fee  the  Queene,  you  fhall  entreat  her  prefence, 

Pat,  The  King  has  honour’d  me# 

Mil .  You  have  deferv'd  it. 

And  I  doe  count  it  happinefle  to  receive 
Whom  he  bath  grac’d  ;  but  the  remembran  ce 
Of  what  you  were,addes  to  the  entertainment : 

My  old  acquaintance,  Patrick^ 

,  Pat,  You  are  noble.  .  Enter  §)ueene  and  Bard, 

Mil.  The  Queene  ?  welcome  agen,corne hither.,  lirra. 
Bat,  Madam ;  T  joy  to  fee  you,  and  prefent 
My  humble  dutie :  Heaven  hath  heard  my  prayers, 

I  hope,  and  if  you  ftill  preferve  that  goo  dnefie, 

I  That  did  lb  late,  and  fweetly  fhine  upon  you, 

pi  T  win  nnr  nrmrpIrntTi^  (inrp  tc 
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1 1  may  not  be  unwelcome;,  fince  there  is 
Something  behind,  which  I  am  trufted  with. 

To  make  you  happier*  t  '  - 

ghf,  Holy  Patricik ,  welcome. 

Mil.  Obey  in  everiecircumftance :  Mydefpaire 
Shall  have  revenge  wait  on  it.  This  is,  Madam,  / 

A  good  man,  he  was  once  my  (lave  5  let  pot  • 

Bfbt  title  take  thy  prefent  frdonieof 
My  houfe  5  my  fortunes  and  my  fate,  I  wHh,  .. 

VI ay  have  one  period  with  thee,  I  fhall 
Attend  you  agen,  I  hope  we  all  may  live 
tnd  dye  together  yet.  My  dutie.  Madam.  Exit, 

B#9  I  doe  not  like  their  whifpering,  there’s  fome  mifchiefe,  he© 
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did  (o  over*a&  his  courtefie,  1*11  looke  about  us, 

Pat.  Doe,  honeft  Bard*  Oh  Madam,  if  you  kne# 

The  difference  betwixt  my  faith,  and  your 
Religion,  the  grounds  and  progrefle  of 
What  we  profefle,  the  fweetneue,  certain  tie, 

And  full  rewards  of  vertue,.  you  would  hazard, 

Nay,  lofe  the  glorie  of  ten  thousand  worlds, 

Like  this  to  be  a  Chriftian,  and  be  bleft 
To  lay  your  life  downe  (but  a  moment,  on 
Which  our  eternitie  depends)  and  through 
Torture  and  feas  of  bloud  contend,  to  reach 
That  bkfled  vifion  at  laft,  in  which 
Is  all  that,  can  be  bappie,  and  perfe&ion.  Enter  B.ird., 

<gu.  I  have  a  foule  moft  willing  to  be  taught, 

Ba.  Oh  Madam,  fire,  help,  we  are  all  loft, 

The  houfe  is  round  about  on  tire,  the  doores  ' 

Are  barr’d  and  lock’d,  there  is  no  going  forth. 

We  (hall  be  burnt*  and  that  will  fpoyle  my  finging  2 
My  voyce  hath  been  recover’d  from  a  cold  • 

But  fire  will  fpoyle  it  utterly.  Enter  ViUor 

Ang%  Vm.  Have  no  dread,  holy  Patrick,  all  their  malice 
-Shall  never  hurt  thy  perfbn.  Heaven  doth  look 
With  fcorne  upon  their  treacherie,  thou  art 
Referv’d  to  make  this  Nation  glorious. 

By  their  converfion  to  the  Chriftiim  faith. 

Which  Ihall  by  bloud  of  many  Martyrs  growj 
Till  it  be  call'd  the  Hand  of  the 'Saints  j 
Look  up,  and  fee  what  thou  obferv'ft. 

Milcbo  throwing  his  treafures  into  the  flames. 

Mil.  Patrick.,  thou  art  caught,  inevitable  flames 
Mufl  now  devoure  thee,  th’art  my  (lave  againe. 

There  is  no  hope  to  (cape :  How  I  doe  glorie, 

That  by  my  policie  thou  (halt  confome. 

Though  I  be  made  a  facrifice  wiih  thee 
To  our  great  gods  5  ha,  ha^  the  Queene :  Bard, 

You  will  be  exlent  roft  meat  fof  the  Devill, 

.:-r  V/  G  2 


Pat.  Hearemc. 


Mil.  I  choofe  to  leap  into  thefc  fires. 

Rather  than  heare  thee  preach  thy  curfed  faith. 

Y’are  fure  to  follow  me,  the  King  will  praife 

My  laffc  aft  yet  >  thus  I  give  up  my  breathy  He  burncs 

And  facrifice  you  all  for  his  fons  death.  bimfelfe , 


Pat .  Oh  Tyrant,cruell  to  thy  felfe,  but  wc 
Muft  follow  our  bleft  Guide  and  holy  Guardian  : 

Lead  on,  good  Angcll,  fearenot,  vercuous  Quecne  ; 

A  black  night  may  beget  a  finding  morns, 

At  word  to  dye,  *cis  eafier  than  be  borne.  Exeunt. 

Recorders,  The  Altar prepar'd  with  Ferocious  and  Endarins>  as 
before .  King  Cvnalhifs  A/'chirnagus0PriefiJEthne^ 

Fe  della ^  a  facrifice  of  (  brifiian  blond. 

Arc.  Great  Jove  and  cJWiwappeafcd  bee 
Withbloud,  which  we  now  offer  thee,. 

I  Drain’d  from  a  Chriftians  heart,  our  firft 
Oblation  of  that  Seft  accurft ; 

(And  may  we  to  the  Altar  bring 
Patrick,  our  fecond  offering, 

The  father  of  this  Tribe,  whofe  blood 
Thus  Aired,  will  doe  this  Hand  good* 
gods  allow  what  we  prefent; 
lee, the  holy  flame  is  fent  ' 

nightie  Jove  and  Mars,  now  bring 


Y our  vocal  1  iacrifice,  and  fing.  Smg  at  the  Altar, 

Look £  downe*  great  Jove  and  God  of  war , 

A  new  facrifice  is  hyd 


Than  what  in  arromatickjheaps  wepaid : 


We  offer  is  exhal'd  from  blond , 
Adore  filming  than  your  tapers  are } 


Andeverie  drop  if  mrtb  a  fiar. 


On  your  Altars ,  richer  far , 


No  curled  fmoake  we  fend. 
With  perfumes  to  befriend 
! The  drooping  airey  the  cloud 


Were 


Were  there  no  red  in  heaver.,  from  the  torne  heart 
Of  Chriftians,  we  that  colour  could  impart. 

And  with  their  bloudjfupply  thofecrimfon  ftreakes 
That  drefle  the  skie,  when  the  faire  morning breakes. 

Enter  Kp  dam  ant,  andwbijpert  the  King ,  whofalleth 

upon  the  ground* 

Con .  Father,  Arc.  The  King. 

Leo.  Away.  Let  not  my  daughters  ftir  f^om  hence  ; 

Is  this  rewaid  you  gods,  for  my  devotion :  Exit  with 

Arc ,  No  more  :  I  could  not  by  my  Art  forefec  Conallw . 

Thif  danger. 

Eth.  Our  father  feem’d  much  troubled. 

Arc.  I  muft  appcarc  a  ftranger  to  all  paflages. 

Be  notdifturb’ujmy  princely  charge, ufe  you 
The  free  delights  of  life,  while  they  arc  prefented 
In  thele  your  lovers :  Sirra,  makefaft  the  doorc, 

And  wait  aloofe ;  I'll  folio  w  the  fad  King.  Exit . 

Ted*  No  miferie  canhappeo,  while  I  thus 


Embrace  Ferocbuf. 

Eth.  And  I  fafe  in  the  armes 
Of  my  deare  fervant. 

End.  You  make  it  heaven  by  gracing  me. 

Fer.  But  why  have  we  fo  long 
Delay’d  our  bleft  enjoy ings,  thus  content 
W ith  words ,  the  ftiaddowcs  of  our  happinelfe. 

End.  So5  (o,  here's  fine  devotion  in  the  Temple : 

Bur  where’s  my  bracelet,  let  me  fee  ? 

Fer.  Where's  Rpdamant  ? 

Rod.  Am  I  invifible  ageti  ?  Is  this  the  trick  on’t. 

Fer.  The  doore  is  fafe  5  come,  my  deare  princely  Miftreffe, 
And  with  the  crowne  of  love  reward  your  fervant. 

Fed.  What’s  that?  .  'r 

Fer.  Fruition  of  our  joyes. 

Fed.  Is  not  this 

Delight  enough,  that  we  convcrfc,  and  fmile 

And  kiflfe,  Ferociwf,  Rodamant  kiffet  FcdeU*. 

G  3  Who’s 
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Who  s  that  *  £.v. 

Fer.  Where*  Madam* 

Fed .  I  felt  another  lip. 

Ter.  Than  mine  >  here’s  noney  try  it  agen :  • 

Why  fhould  her  conftimtiotibe  fo  cold  t 
I  would  not  lo(e  more  opportunities, . 

Love,  fhoot  a  flame  J ike  mine  into  her  bofbme,  . 

Etb.  Who's  th&tsjLndariufs  that  kill  me  now  h  .  . 

End.  i.None,  fi nee ryou  bleft  my  lip  with  a  touchy  Madamy 
/  My  brother  is^ac  play  with  your  faice  After,  : 

Etb .  I  felt  a  beard. 

End.  A  beard  ?  that’s  Grange.  ' 

Rod,  You  fliallfeele  fomeelfetoo. .  FFtflrikes  Endariwl 

End.  Why  that  unkind  blow*  Madam  > 

Etb.  What  meanes  my  fervant  T 

Rsd,  Now  to  my  other  gamefter.  /  ,  v  :  :_' 

Fer.. '  Oh,  I  coul d  dwell  for  ever  in  this  bofome,  Rad.  puls  Fer. 
But  is  there  nothin gelfo  for  us  totafte  l  l  ^  bytfahofe. 

Hold. 

Fed.  What's  the  matter  ?  •  ■  l  ?  ' 

Fer.  Something  has  almoft  torne  away  my  note. 

Endariw  ?  .:.v  ■  ' 


ci  J 
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End.  What  fayes  my  brother  ? 

Fer.  Did  you  pull  me  by  the  nofo? 

End.  I  mov’d  not  hence.  lr/  .  j  ;i 
Did  you  kick  me, 'brother  ? ;  f  r  : i ,,  v e  .  i  '  , '  ‘ 

Fed.  We  have  troubled  fancies  fore,  herd’s  no  body 
But  our  felves ;  the  doores,  you  lay*  atefofe.  -  ’ 

Fer.  Wonot  that  prompt  yon  to  forneching  clfe  > 

Fedi  I  dare  not  uaderftand  you. r  ■ .  o  :  ■  '  ;  t  ;..r r. 

What  bloud  is.that7upon'youtTface^jvol  io  >uv/;  n  . : 

Rod.  You  want  a  beard,  young  Gentleman;  •  ^ : 

Feu  Mine  ?  Bloud $  I  felt  fometbfogrthatdakc>aflie 
Glanc’d  o’my  cheeke  :  fri  lo  i  cl 

Brother, your  nofo  btedy^hfth^lfiwertoatBdv'  isrb  frf£iJon3  vhii 
End.  $  Mttflfc*tone  fide  brother^fotyhi  tcTi  i . »  ? 
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Etb, 


Si*  Patrick  for  Ireland.  v’- 

Is  not  this  ftrange,  After  i  how  came  our  femnts 
Sobloudy? 

Ftr>  Agen.  I  prethee  leave  this  fooling  with  my  face, 
Ifhallbeangrie.  :  ^ 

End.  I  touch’d  you  not,  ' 

Rod.  Another  wipe  for  for  you. 

Etb.  Some  fpirit  fore: 

I  cannot  containe  laughter :  what  a  raw  head  my  fervant  has 
Fed.  Mine  has  the  fame  complexion. 

%od .  Put  me  to  keep  the  doore  another  time.  I  ha  kept  ’ 
neft  3  and  now  I  will  be  vifible  agen.  Knoch^ 

Fer .  Rodamant .  ='c  i 

Rod.  Here :  I  was  a  fleep,  but  this  noyfe  wak’d  me. 

Ha  you  done  with  the  Ladies  ? 

Open  the  doores.  Within.  Enter  Prielt. 

Pr.  We  are  undone,  my  Lords,  the  King  is  coming 
In  furie  back  again  e,  with  foil  refblve 
To  break  thefe  images,  his  fbn  is  flaine. 

And  burnt  to  afoes  fince,  in  MUcbo’s  houfe. 

And  he  will  be  reveng'd  upon  the  gods/ 

He  fayes,  that  would  not  fave  his  deareft  fbn : 

I  feare  he  will  turne  Chriftian Arcbimagus  ' 

Is  under  guard,  and  brought  along  to  fee 
This  execution  done,  no  art  can  fave  you. 

Etb.  We  are  loft  too  for  ever.,  in  our  honours. 

Leo.  Break  do wne  the  Temple  doores.  *  Within  J 

Pr.  Hg*s  come  already,  we  are  all  loft,  Madam. 

Fer.  Teareoff  thefe  an  tick  habits  quickly,  brother, 

Doe  you  the  fame.  More  bloud  upon  our  faces.  • 

Oh,  my  Fedella ,  fomethirtg  may  prderve  us  (  r  *  ■  ' 

To  meet  agen :  Endarim,  fa,  fb  :  open.  -  v/  1  ‘ 

Enter  King ,  Arcbimagus^  Guard.  Ferochitts ,  E ndariw 
confidently  met  the  King • 

Leo.  Ha  1  keep  off,  more  horrours  to  affright  rae.> 

I  rnuft  confefle  I  did  command; your  deaths 
^lInjuftly?nowmyfbnismurder*dfor  ica  . 


Fer .  Ob  do  not  pull  more  wrath  from  heaven  upon  you. 

Love  innocence,the  gods  have  thus  reveng’d 
In  your  fonnes  tragedy ;  Draw  nor  a  greater 
Vp  on  your  felfand  this  fa  ire  Hand,  by 
Threatning  the  tcmples>and  the  gods  themfclves, 

Looke  on  them  ftill  with  humble  reverence, 

Or  greater  punishments  remaine  for  you 

To  fuffer;  arid  our  ghofts  fhall  never  leave 

To  fright  thy  confcienccjand  withthoufand  flings 

Afflid  thy  foule  to  naadndffe and  defpairc :  .  <.  * 

Be  patient  yet  and  profper5and  let  fall 

Thy  anger  on  the  Chriftian5>that  clfc 

Will  poyfon  thy  fairekingdome.  \  •*  f  J  /  ^  * 

Kin .  Ha^rcbimaguf thou  forgive  me, 

And  lend  thofe  fpirits  hence  ?  * 

Arc.  I  can, great  Sir, 

You  troubled  Spirits*!  command  yon  leave 
The  much  diftra&ed  Kings  rcturne  and  fpeedily, 

T  o  flecpe  within  the  bofome  of  the  lea*  v  ~  \  •_ 

Which  the  kings  wrath,and  your  fad  fates  afligrui  yec ; 

And  asyou  move  to  your  expeding  monument 
The  waves  agen,no  fro  wncappearC  upon  you, 

But  glide  away  in  peace. 

End.  Fer.  Wc  do  obey 

Great  Prieft,and  vanilh.  Exeunt. 

E  tb.  Are  they  gone  Fedella  >  -  ii: 

They  talk  of  womans  wit  at  a  dead  lift, 

This  was  above  our  braines;  I  love  him  fork: 

And  wilh  my  felf  i./s  armes  now  to  reward  him, 

I  (hould  finde him  no  ghofta’my  conference  ;  :L  ~ 

But  where  fhall  we  meete  next. 

Fed.  Let  as  away.  Exeunt 

Kin.  Art  fure  they  arc  gone  Arcbimagw  ?  my  fcares 
So*  leave  me, and  religion  once  agen  .  ^  1  -'H  • 

Enter  my  ftubbornc  heart,  which  dar*d  tomutinie  -  k  ::  r  ; 

And  quarrcll  with  the  gods;  Arcbimagw^  -  '  ;■ 
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St.  Patrick  for  Ireland.  - 

Be  neere  agen^we  will  redeemc  out  rafhnefle5 
By  grubbing  up  thefe  Chriftians5that  begin 
To  infeft  us^and  our  kingdome.  ■ 

Arc* *  This  becomes  you,  • 

And  if  you  pleafe  to  h.are  me3I  datepromifo 
The  fpeedy  mine  of  them  all. 

Kin.  Th’art  borne 

To  make  11s  happy5how  my  deere  Arcbitnagus  ? 

Arc.  This  Iiand  S’r  is  full  of  dangerous  ferpents, 
Oftoads5and  other  venomous  deftroyers : 

I  will  from  every  province  of  this  kingdoms . 

Summon  thefe  killing  creatures  to  devours  him, 

My  prayer  and  power  of  the  gods,  feare  not, 

Will  doo*t,by  whom  infpir’d  I  prophefi  e 
Patrick^  deft  ruction. 

Kin .  I  embrace  my  Prieft, 

Do  this^nd  IT1  forget  my  fbnne,and  die. 

And  (mile  to  fee  this  Chriftians  tragedie.  Exeunt] 


•  s  I 

Act*  V*  I 

-  •?  •  I 

Enter  two  Smldiers .  I 

•  •  .  v  if 

1  S ould.  So,fo,we  are  like  to  have  a  fine  time  on’ t?we  may  get  more  i| 

by  every  Chrift  ian  we  have  the  grace  to  catch,  than  by  three  moneths  t 
pay  againft  our  natural  1  enemies.  | 

2  Sotild.  And  th^ir  noddles  be  fo  precious,  would  all  my  kindred  | 
wereGhriftuns$I  would  not  leave  a  head  to  wag  upon  a  (boulder  | 
ofourgeneration/rom  my  mothers  fucking  pig  at  her  nipple,to  my  }; 
great  grandfathers  Cofhering  in  the  peafe  ft  raw.  How  did  that  fel»  p 
low  looke  whofe  throat  we  cut  laft  ? 

■  *  Smid.  Ba£dy,<md  like,  a  Chriftian  ,  .would  the  fellow  they  call  §.' 
P at  rick  had  been  in  his  place,  we  had  been  made  for  ever. 

•  H  Now  I! 


St.  Patrick  for  Ireland. 

2  Now  arc  we  of  the  condition  of  fome  great  men  in  office^ 
that  defire  execution  of  the  Lawes,  not  fo  much  to  corrcd:  offences 
and  reforme  the  common  wealth,  as  to  thrive  by  their  punifh- 
ment  and  grow  rich  and  fat  with  a  leane  conscience.  But  I  have 
walk3<sband  talk’d  my  felfe  a  hungry  ,  prethee  open  the  feefets  of 
thy  kraptfacke?  before  we  build  apy  more  proje&s;  lets  fee  what 
(lore  ofbelly  timber  we  have.  Good  ,  very  good  Pagan  food  i 
fit  do  wne  and  let  our  ftomackes  conferrc  a  while. 


Enter  Rodamant. 

Rod.  royal  My  love  is  rolled, fhe  died  of  a  burning  feaver,&  fincc 
poilon  wonot  work  upon  me,  lam  refolv*d  to  looke  out  the  moft 
convenient  tree  in  this  wood  to  hang  my  fclf :  And  becaufe  I  will 
before  to  bang  without  molcftation  or  cutting  downc, which  is  a 
dilparagement  to  an  able  and  willing  body,  I  will  hang  invifiblc, 
that  no  body  may  fee  me,  and  interrupt  my  hempen  meditations* 
But  who  are  thefe  ?  a  brace  of  mankillers  a  mounching;  now  I 
think  what  a  long  journey  I  am  going  .as  far  as  to  another  world, 
it  were  not  amiffe  to  take  provifion  along  with  me ,  when  I  come 
to  the  tricke  of  hangingj  may  weigh  the  better,,  and  fooncr  be  out 
of  my  paine:bracdet  flick  e  to  me, by  your  leave  gentkmcn,what’s 
your  ordinary  ? 

i.  Soul.  Who’sthat? 


Rod  '.  A  friend, my  brace  of  Hungarians,  one  that  is  no  fouldier; 
but  will  juftifiehehasaflomacke  in  a  juft  caufe,  and  can  fight 
tooth  and  naile,with  any  flefti  that  oppoles  me. 

2*  Sould.  I  can  fee  no  body. 

Rod.  I  will  knock  your  pate,  fellow  in  armes,and  to  helpe  you. 
to  fee, open  the  eyes  ofyour  underftanding  3  with  a  wooden  inftrii- 
ment  that  I  have.  - 

3  Sould.  1  fee  nothing  but  a  voice^fhall  I  ftrike  it  ? 

2  Sould.  No/tis  fomc  Spirit  take  heed  and  offend  it  not ,  I  never 
knew  any  man  ftrike  the  devilf,  but  he  put  out  his  ncckebone  or 
his  fhoulder  blade ,  let  him  alone, it  may  be  the  ghoftof  fomeufo- 
rer  that  kick’d  up  his  heeles  in  adcare  yeere;  and  died  upon  a  fur- 
fit  of  Shamroks  and  cneefe  parings,  *_  Enter  Emeria. 


~ ywmim. 

1  Sould.  Who's  this,a  woman  alone  ? 

2  Sould .  And  handfome  jwhat  makes  fhcc  in  this  wood  f  wec’il 
divide,  i  Sould .  What  the  woman  ? 

2  Sould .  No,  1*11  have  her  body, and  thou  fhalt  have  her  clothes* 

Ertw.  I  know  not  where  I  am^this  wood  has  loft  me. 

But  I  (hall  never  more  be  worth  the  finding  : 

1  was  not  wife  to  leave  my  f  athers  houfc, 

For  here  I  may  be  made  a  prey  to  rapine  * 

Or  food  to  cruell  beafts. 

2  Sould.  No,  you  (hall  finde  that  we  arc  men  $  what  think  you  ? 
which  of  us  two  have  you  moll  mindc  to  laugh  and  Jyc  downc 
withal  1. 

Erne,*  Prote<ft  me  fome  good  powcr,moreravi  fhers» 
x  Sould.  We  are  fouldiers,and  not  ufd  to  complement,  be  n  ot  coy; 

but  anfwer. 

X  S oiddk  Wc  are  but  twp,you  may  foone  make  a  choice. 

Rod*..  ;You  fhall  find:  that  we  be  three, are  you  fa  hot  ? 

*  Sould-.  Come  humble  your  felf  behinde  that  tremor — — 

Emt.  Are  you  a  man  ?  j 

1  Sould .  Never  doubt  it, I  have  paff’d  for  a  man  in  my  dayee* 

2  Sould.  Oh  my  skull.  '  '  *  v 

x  Sould .  Whats  the  matter  ?  .  '■  j  , 

Eme.  Where  (hall  I  hide  my  felf?  bides  her  felf.  g 

Rd.  Your  Comrade  will  cxp,c<ft  your  company  in  the  next  j, 
ditch.  vJ  : 

2  Souldier.  Arc  you  good  at  that?  j 

The  fecond  fouldier  fir  ikes  the  fir fi  and  Rodamant  both* 

1  Souldier .  What  doft  thou  mcane  ?  t 

2  Souldier  What  do  I  mcane  ?  what  doft  thou  meaiie  to  beate  my  h 

braincsout  ?  \  | 

1  Souldier .  I :  hobbit  isfomeSpirit,and  we  fight  with  the  aire.  | 
Rod.  Cannot  a  Marc  come  into  the  ground  <  but  you  muft  be  | 

leaping  you  ftone  horfes. 

2  Souldier.  My  skull  isas  tender  as  aMullipuffc.  {ii  J  fl 

X  Sould,  He  has  made  a  cullicc  of  my  fconce,hold  deere  friend.  | 

3  So.  Has  the  devil  no  more  wit  then  to  take  partagainft  the  flefh?  |J| 

H  2  I  Sould, if 


u  ratricR  tor  Ireland . 


1  The  Devill  may  have  a  rainde  ro  her  himfelfe,  let  h:m  ha 
her.  * 

2  If  I  come  back,  let  me  be  glib’d. 

"Exeunt  reelings 

I  Rod .  Now  Lady — what,  is  fhee  invifible  too  ?  Ha.  Well,  let 

her  Chile  for  her  Life,  I  have  tam’d  their  concupifcence.  Now  to  my 
bufinefle  of  hanging  agen. 

Enter  Spirit . 

I  doe  like  none  of  thefe  trees  $  the  Devill  is  at  my  elbow  now,  I  doe 
heare  him  whifper  in  mine  eare5  that  any  tree  won  id  lerve,  if  I 
would  but  give  my  mind  to’t.  Let  me  confider,  what  (hail  I  get  by 

I  hanging  of  my  felte,  how  it  will  be  to  no  purpofe,  a  halter  will  be 

but  cail  away,  by  your  leave  - - I  would  not  have  you  much 

out  of  the  way,  becaufe  here  are  trees  that  other  men  may  hold  con¬ 
venient.  - : - Oh,  my  wrift  :  'Tis  a  fpirit.  Sweet  Devill,  you 

(hall  have  it,  the  bracelet  is  at  your  fervice.  Have  I  all  my  fingers  ? 
A  pox  on  his  fangs,  now  o' my  confidence  lam  viiible  agen^  ifthe 
|  Souldiers  fhould  meet  with  me  now,  whom  I  have  pounded,  whae 
cafe  were  I  in  ?  I  feele  a  deft  illation,  and  would  be  heartily  beaten 
to  lave  my  life.  *  ^  , 

Enter  ConaUus  and  Enteria, 

Here’s  one,  for  ought  I  know,  may  be ;as  dangerous :  A  pox  of  de- 
I  fpaire  that  brought  me  hither  to  choofe  my  gallowes ;  would  I  were 

i1  at  home  in  an  embroydered  clout. - I’ll  fneake  this  way. 

Exit , 


Em.  I  am  no  ghoft,  but  the  fame  loft  Enter ia0  .  * 

My  Lord,  you  left  me. 

Con.  Did  not  the  flames  devoure  thee. 

Em.  I  felt  no  flame,  but  that  which  my  revenge  ' 

Did  light  me  to,  for  my  abufed  honour. 

Con.  -  Oh  fay  that  word  agen  :■  Art  thou  reveng'd:  :  > 

Upon  thy  ravifher  ?  It  was  a  god. 

Thou  told’ft  me. 

Em.  But  he  found  the  way  to  death  *  1 

And  when  I  name  him,  you  will  either  not  i  i  V  • 

Beleere 


1  W.  Wrick/ 

Beleeve  me,  or  companion  of  his  wounds 
Will  make  you  print  as  many  in  my  breft : 

He  was - —  f  • 

Con.  Say,  feare  not,  wrong’d  E mcria, 

Can  any  heart  hnd  compaftion  for  his  death, 

That  murder’d  the  fiveet  peace  of  thy  chafte  bofome> 

Oh  never,  I  fhall  blcfle  that  refolute  hand, 

That  was  fo  juft,  fo  pious  5  and  when  thou  haft 
Aftur'd,  that  he  which  playd  the  Satyre  with  th.e, 

Is  out  o’th’  world,  and  kill’d  fufficiently, 

(For  he  that  robb’d  thee  hath  deforv’d  to  dye. 

To  the  extent  ct  his  wide  fin)  Ill  kifle. 

And  take  thee  in  mine  armes,  Emeria0 
And  lay  thee  up  as  precious  to  my  love. 

As  when  our  vowes  met,  and  our  yeelding  bofomes 
Were  witnefle  to  the  contraft  of  our  hearts. 

Em.  It  was  your  brother  Coribreus ,  Sir : 

That  name  unties  your  promife. , 

Con*  Ha !  my  brother  ?  •  *  • 

Sweet,  let  me  paufe  a  little,  I  am  loft  elfo* 

Em.  I  did  not  well  to  enlarge  his  forrow  thus: 

Though  I  can  hope  no  coipfort  in  this  world* 

He  might  live  happie,  if  I  did  not  kill  him, 

With  heaping  griefe  on  griefe  thus. 

Con.  He  isflainethen. 

Em .  If  you  will,  Sir,  revenge  his  death,  you  mult 
Point  your  wrath  here,  and  I  will  thank  you  for'c  5 
Though  you  ftiould  be  a  day  in  killing  me, 

I  ftiould  live  fo  much  longer  to  forgive  you. 

This  weakehand  did  not  tremble  when  it  kill'd  him. 

And  it  came  timely  to  prevent,  I  feare. 

The  tecond  part  of  borrour  he  had  meant 
To  aft  upon  me.  . 

Con .  Wo*d  he  had  tookemy  life, 

When  he  aftail’d  thy  chaftitie,  fo  thou 
Hadft  been  preforv’d :  I  cannot  help  all  this. 
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Did  itr  not  grieve  thee  he  deferv'd  to  dye,  ha  * 

Em.  I  took  no  joy,  Sir,  inhisTragedie, 

Con.  That  done,  thou  fledft. 

Em.  I  left  my  fathers  houfe>  :  . 

'  And  found  no  weight  hung  on  my  feet  for  giving 
His  Juft  the  bloudyvecompence. 

Con.  Thou  art  happic : 

The  gods  dircdled  thee  to  fly,  Emeria, 

Thou  hadft  beenedoft  elle  with  my  brothers  a  flies. 

And  my  deare  mother,  whom  the  hungry  flames 
Devour’d,  foone  after  thy  departure, 

Em.  How?  c  1 

Con.  I  know  not  by  what  malice*  or  mif-fortiine, 

Thy  fathers  houfe  was  burned,  and  in  it  he 
Did  meet  his  funeral!  fire  too,  ha  ?  Emeria. 

Enter  S.  Patrick ,  Qmene^  and  Bard. 

Ba.  Y our  companies  fiire,bu  t  Tl! leave  you  in  a  wood3I  could 
like  your  religion  well;  but  thofe  rules  of  fading,  prayer,  and 
fo  much  penance,  will  hardly  fit  my  conftitution. 

Pat .  *ris  nothing  to  wirr  heaven.  C-J 

Ba.  But  you  doe  not  confider,  that  I  fhall  loofemy  penfidn,  my 

Ipcnfion  from  the  Kingo  there’sr  a  buflReffe* 

On.  Do  not  I  leave  more  ?»’J  -  '* 

Ba.  I  confcffcit  5  and  you  will  get  leffeby  thebargainc;  but 
you  that  have  been  ufed  to  hunger,  and  nothing  to  live  upon,  may 
make  the  better  fhifu  The  leffe  youfbat,  you  fay,  will  make  the 
foulc  fat  5  but  I  have  a  body  Wonot  beufed  fo  2  I  muftdrinke*  and 
goe  warme,  and  make  much  of  my  voy  ce,  I  cannot  doe  good  up¬ 
on  water  and  fallads,  keep  your  diet-drinke  to  your  felves,  l  am 
a  kind  of  foolifh  Gourde^  P'atrick^  withus,  wine  and  wpmep 
are  provocatives,  long  tables  and  ihort  graces arc-phyficall, and  in 
fafliion.  Til  take  my  leave,Madam,no  Ghriftian  yet,asthe  world 
goes ;  perhaps  hereafter,  when  my  voyce-  is  a  wearic  of  mec,  I 
may  grow  wearie  of  the  world,  and  fioop  to  your  ord’aarte,  fay 
my  prayers,  and  think  how  td  dye,  when  my  living  is  taken  from 
me,  in  the  meane  time  ■■  '  j;  1  1jnr:-;  :  SingsZ  r  1  :  f 
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J  neither  'will  lend ,  nor  borrow , 

Old  age  will  he  here  to  morrow^  \ 

^  *1 bis  plea  fur  e  we  are  made  for 0 
When  death  corned  all  if  paid fir  : 

No  matter  what's  the  bill  of  fare 3 
TU  take  my  cup ^  I'll  tak *  no  care. 

Be  wife9  and  fay  you  bad  warnings 
\ To  laugh  is  better  than  learning*  . 

To  weare  no  c  loathes ,  not  neat  is. 

But  hunger  is  good  where  meat  u: 

Give  me  wine  ^  give  me  a  wench , 

And  let  her  Parrot  talke  in  French , 

It  is  a  match  worth  the  makings 
Ho  keepe  the  merrie  thought  waking  • 

A  fong  is  better  than  fa flings 
And  forrow's  not  worth  the  tafling, 

Then  keepe  your  braine  light  as  you  can , 

■An  ounce  of  care  Will  kill  a  man *  . 

And  fo  I  take  my  leave*  Exit* 

Con ,  Ha!  doe  I  fee  the  Queens,  Emeria  f  , 

Pat .  Alas,  poore  Bard0  the  flatteries  of  this  world 
Hath  chain’d  his  fenle :  thus  many  lelfe-loving  natures* 

Prifon’d  in  mills  and  errours,  cannot  lee  j 

The  way  abroad  that  leads  to  happineffe. 

Or  truth*  whole  beamie  band  fliould  guide  us  in  it* 

What  a  poore  value  do  men  let  of  heaven  l 

Heaven*  the  perfe&ion  of  all  that  can  ; 

Be  laid,  or  thought,  riches,  delight,  or  harmony, 

Health,  beamie,  and  all  thele  not  liib  jed  to 
The  wafte  of  time  •  but  in  their  height  eternally 
Loft  for  a  penfion,  or  poore  Ipot  of  earth. 

Favour  of  greatnelle,  or  an  houres  faint  pleafure  t 
As  men,  in  Icorne  of  a  true  flame  that’s  neere, 

Should  run  to  light  their  taper  at  a  glo-wcrne. 

Con,  ’Tis  Ihe,  and  the  good  Bilhop  Patrick^  with  her, 

Pat.  Madam,,  the  Prince  ComUrn. 

Con,  j] 
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Ccn.  Oh  let  me  kneele  to  you,  and  then  to  Bfeaven, 

That  hath  preferv’d  you  ftill  to  be  my  mother  $ 

For  I  beleeve  you  are  ali ve,  the  fire 

Hath  not  defac’d  this  monument  of  (weetnefle. 

ghi.  My  b!e:Ting  and  my  prayers  be  ftill  my  child*. 

It  was  the  goodnefle,  Ion,  of  holy  Patrk\. 

That  refcu’d  me  from  thole  impris’ning  flames 
You  fpeakeof,  his  good  Angell  was  our  Conduft. 

Con .  To  him  that  can  difpenfe  fitch  bleffings,  mother? 

I  miift  owe  dude,  and  thus  kneeling,  pay  it : 

May  Angels  ftill  be  neere  you. 

P at.  Rife^Conallus : 

My  benediction  on  thee ;  be  but  what 
Thy  Mother  is?  a  Chriftian,  and  a  gu  ard 
Of  Angels  fhall  attend  thee  too ;  the  fire 
We  walk’d  upon  fecure,  and  which  is  greater, 

Scap’d  the  immortall  flames,  in  which  black  foules. 

After  their  ili-fpent  lives,  are  bound  to  fuffer. 

■  Con.  Sir,  you  fhall  fteereme^  and  my  mothers  bleft 
Example  will  become  my  imitation. 

But  there’s  a  peeceof  filent  miferie 

Is  worth  your  comfort,  mother,  and  his  courifell ; 

She  is,  I  dare  not  name  how  muchdifhonouFd, 

And  fhould  havebeene  the  partner  of  my  bolome, 

Had  not  a  cruell  man  forbid  my  happinefle, 

And  on  that  taire  and  innocent  table  powr’d 
Poyfon,  above  the  Dragons  bioud,  or  Vipers. 

Em.  My humbl eft  dutie,  Madam.  \ 

Pat.  D zebus  Cell 

Is  not  far  off,  pleate  you  attend  the  Queene, 

We  are  bene  thither.  r  " 

Con.  Yes:  and  as  we  walk. 

I’ll  tell  you  a  fad  ftorieof  my  brother 
And  this  poore  virgin. 

P  it.  Come,  I’ll  lead  the  way.: 

GjJ#.  W ith  fitch  a  Guide  we  cannot  feare  to  ftray. 
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Enter  ferochns  and  Endarins . 

Fer.  Where  are  we  yet  Endarius  ?  y‘  .  / 

En.  I  cannot 

Informe  you  more, theft  that  we  are  in  the  wood  ftill. 

Fer .  And  we  are  loftjour  feare  to  die  i*th  fight 
Of  men, hath  brought  us  hither  with  our  blood 
To  quench  the  third  of  wolves :  Or  worfe,to  flarvc. 

En.  We  are  in  no  feare  to  be  apprehended 
Where  none  inhabite. 

Fir.  Now  that  lull  is  punifli’d, 

Which  fed  our  hope3if  we  had  ftaidi’th  Temple 
To  have  polluted  it, with  foule  embraces  : 

How  wearineffe3with  travelled  fome falling 
Will  tame  the  flefit. 

En.  Stay  here5*  a  cave. 

Fer.  Takeheedc, 

It  may  bea  Lion3or  a  fierce  wolves  den  • 

How  nature  trembles  at  the  thought  of  death : 

^Though  it  bepreft  do  wne,  with  the  weight  of  life* 

En.  I  dare  not  enter,a  new  feare  invades  me. 

Fer.  The  worft  is  welcome, with  our  clamor, route 
What  ever  doth  inhabite  here, or  man 
Or  beaft  appeare,  if  any  filch  dwell  in 
This  Cave  ?  We  can  meet  charity  or  death. 

Enter  T>iclw . 

T>icb.  What  voice  with  fo  much  paflion  calls  me  forth^ 
Ha?  Be  my  protedlion  good  heaven  s 
My  fonneSjmy  murder’d  fonnes  with  gaflly  iookes, 
Andbruifed  limbes;  why  do  you  come  to  me  thus 
To  fright  my  wither’d  eyes?  ’las  I  was  innocent. 

It  was  the  King^not  I  commanded  your 
Vntimely  death,I  have  wept  for  ye  boyes, 

And  conftantly  before  the  Sun  awik'd. 

When  the  cold  dew  drops  full  upon  the  ground, 

As  if  the  morne  weredifeontented  too. 

My  naked  feet  o*  re  many  a  rugged  ftonc 
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Hath  walk’d;,  to  drop  my  teares  into  the  feasj 
For  your  fad  memories,  - 

fer.  We  are  no  fpirits,but  your  living;  fons, 
Prelerv  d  without  theknow  ledge  of  the  King, 

By  ArcbimaguSj  till  a  new  mii-fbrtune 
Compell  d  us  hither  to  meet  death,  wefeare. 

In  want  of  food. 

Die .  Are  yee  alive  ?  come  in,, 

It  is  no  time  to  be  inquifitive ; 

My  bl  effing,  I  have  lomething  to  refrefb  you, 
Courle  fare,  but  fuch  as  will  keep  out  lad  famine : 
Humble  your  felvcs  and  enter,  my  poore  boyes. 
You'll  wonder  at  the  change  5  but  we  to  Heaven 
Do  climb  with  loads  upon  our  fhoulders  borne, 


Nor  muft  we  tread  on  roles,  but  on  thorne.  Exeunt* 

Enter  S.  Patrick ,  §fueene>  Conallw ,  E meria* 


Tat .  Now  we  approach  the  Hermit  Dicbu’sCell  • 
Are  you  not  wearie,  Madam 't 
§ju.  Not  yet.  Father, 

In  luch  religious  company* 

Pat.  You  were  not 

U  s ’d  to  this  travell  $  how  does  my  new  Ion, 

And  Iweet  E meria  ? 

Con.  Iam  bleft  on  allfides. 

Em.  Y ou  have  quieted  the  tempeft  in  my  loule. 

And  in  this  holy  peace  I  muft  be  happie. 

Pat *  Y ou  will  be  Spoule  to  an  eternall  Bridegroom^ 
And  lay  the  Iweet  foundation  of  a  rule. 

That  after  ages,  with  devotion, 

Shall  praif  and  follow.  You  are.  Sir,  referv’d 
To  bleff-  this  Kingdome  with  your  pious  government 
Your  Crowne  (hall  flourifti,  and  your  bloud  pofTcfle 
The  Throne  you  Hull  leave  glorious :  This  Nation 
ShaH  in  a  faire  fucceffion  thrive,  and  grow 
Up  the  worlds  Academic,  anddilperfe, 

As  the  rich  fpring  of  humane  and  divine 
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Knowledge,  cleare  ftreames  to  water  forraine  Kingdomes, 

Which  (hall  be  proud  to  owe  what  they  poflefle 
In  learning,  to  this  great  all-nurfinglland. 

Con.  May  we  be  worthy  of  this  prophefie. 

Pat .  Dilcourfe  hath  made  the  way  lefle  tedious., 

We  have  reach’d  the  Cell  already,  which  is  much 
Too  narrow  to  containe  us  5  but  beneath 
Thefe  trees,  upon  their  coole  and  pleafing  (hades. 

You  may  fit  downe ;  I’ll  call  upon  ray  Convert : 

J)ichu ,  ray  Penitent,  come  forth,  I  pray. 

And  entertaine  fome  guefts  I  have  brought  hither. 

That  deforve  welcome.  Enter  Dichu « 

Die .  I  obey  that  voyce. 

Pat .  The  Queene,  and  Prince,  and  Milcbo*s  vertuous  daughter 
Gain’d  to  our  holy  faith. 

Die.  Lea  my  knee  fpeake 
My  dutie,  though  I  want  words  for  my  joy. 

Ten  thoufand  welcomes  5  I  have  guefts  within  too$ 

You  1  wonder  to  (alute  my  fons,  not  dead, 

As  we  iuppofe,  by  heavenly  providence, 

I  hope,  re(erv*d  to  be  made  bleft  by  you. 

They  are  here.  Enter  Fembuf  and  Endarius. 

Your  duties  to  the  Queene  and  Prince, 

Then  to  this  man,  next  to  our  great  Preierver* 

The  Patron  of  us  all. 

Pat.  A  happie  meeting : 

I  muft  rejoyce  to  fee  you  (afe,  and  here : 

Bur  tell  us  by  what  ftrange  meanes,  all  this  while., 

You  have  been  preierv’d  ?  Sit  downe.  Soft  JldnfcL 

Con.  What  mufick’s  this  } 

i«  JL  -  •  • 

§ht.  ’Tis  heavenly. 

Pat.  And  a  preface  to  (bme  meflage* 

Or  will  of  Heaven,  be  filent,  and  attend  it  5 
Such  harmony  as  this  did  wait  upon 
My  AngeJJ  ViEtnr^  when  he  firft  appear’d. 

And  did  reveale  a  treafure  under  ground, 

•tv  !  1  2 
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With  .which  T  bought  myfreedome,  when  I  kept 
Unhappie  Milches  Twine  j  Heavens  will  be  done# 
What,  all  afleep  already  ?  holy  dreames 
Poflcfle  your  fancie,  I  can  wait  no  longer. 

J Enter  Vi&o)\  and  other  Angels,  Song, 

ViB.  Domie  from  the  skies , 

Commanded  by  the  Power  that  ties 
The  world  and  nature  in  a  chainey- 
V/e  come }  we  come  ^a  glorious  traine , 

To  wait  on  thee ^ 

And  tnal{ e  thy  perfon  danger-free  : 

Hcarke  wbilft  we fing^ 

And  keep  time  with  our  golden  wing, $ 

To Jhew  how  earth  and  bedven  agree , 

What  eccho  rifes  to  our  harmonic ♦. 

ViB.  Holy  Patrick ,  deep  in  peace, 

Whilft  I  thy  Guardian,  with  th^fe  •  •• 

My  fellow  Angels,  wait  on  thee. 

For  thy  defence  :  A  troop,  I  fee,  ' 

Of  ferpents,  vipers,  and  what  ere 
Doth  carrie  killing  poyfon,here 
Summon'd  by  Art,  and  power  of  hell ; 

But  thou  (halt  foone  their  furie  quell, 

A  nd  by  the  ftrength  of  thy  command, 

Thefe  creatures  fhall  forfake  theEand, 

And  creep  into  the  fea  •  no  more 
To  live  upon  the  Irifh  fhore. 

Once  more  then.  Song, 

Patrick^  fleep ;  oh Jleep  a  while , 

And  wake  the  Patron  of  this  He, 

Enter  King0  ArchimagWy  and  other  Priefif • 
Arc.  Your  perfon  fhall  be  fafe  >  feare  not,  great  Sir, 
jphave  directed  all  their  flings  and  poyfon : 

See  where  he  fleeps,  if  he  efcape  this  danger. 

Let  my  life,  with  fbrae  horrid  circumflance. 

End  in  this  place,  and  carrie  all  your  curfts# 
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Enter  S crpents ,  &c.  creeping, 

What  think  you  of  thefe  creeping  executioners  ? 

Do  e  they  not  movers  if  they  knew  their  errand  ? 

Kin.  My  Queene !  my  fon  ContUm  /  Vicbu  l  ha ! 

Andtheftill  wandringghoftsofhis  twofons  I  ’ 

Arc.  They  arc  alive.  Sir.  ^ 

Kin.  Ha,  who  durft  abufe  us  ? 

Pr.  Will  you  not  have  companion  of  the  Queene, 

And  the  Prince*  Sir?’ 

Kin.  How  met  they  to  converfe  ? 

Arc .  They  are  all  Chriftian, 

Kin.  Let  the  ferpent  then 
Feed  upon  all,  my  powerfull  Arcbimagus. 

Pat .  In  vaine  is  all  your  malice.  Art,  and  power 
Againft  their  lives,  whom  the  great  hand  of  Heaven 
Daines  to  proteft ;  like  wolves  you  undertake 
A  quarrell  with  the  Moone,  and  wafte  your  anger: 

Nay,  all  the  fhafts  your  wrath  dire&eth  hither. 

Are  i hot  againft  a  brazen  arch,  whole  vault 
Impenetrable,  fends  thearrowes  back. 

To  print  juft  wounds  on  your  owne  guiltic  headse 
Thefe  ferpents,  (tame  at  firft  and  innocent. 

Untill  mans  great  revolt  from  grace  releas'd 
Their  dutie  of  creation)  you  "have  brought. 

And  arm’d  againft  my  life  3*  all  thefe  can  I 
Approach,  and  without  trembling,  walk  upon  5 
Play  with  their  ftings,  which  though  to  me  not  dangerous, 

I  could,  to  your  deftru&ion,  turne  upon  • 

Your  felves,and  punifh  with  too  late  repentance. 

But  you  (hall  live,  and  what  your  malice  meant, 

My  ruine,  I  will  turne  to  a  I  (  your  fafe ties. 

And  you  fhal!  witnefle  2  Hence,  youfrightfullmonfters^ 

Go  hide,  and  burieyour  deformed  heads  s.  • 

For  ever  in  the  fea ;  from  this  time  be 
This  Hand  free  from  beafts  of  venomous  natures  2 
The  Shepherd  fhall  not  be  afraid  hereafter,,  - 
,ac  I  3  ■  T& 
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To  trnft  his  eyes  with  deep  upon  the  hils ; 

The  travellers  (hall  haue  no  (iifpition, 

Orfeare,to  meafore  with  his  wearied  limbs 
The  fiknt  (hades ;  but  walk  through  everie  brake, 

Without  more  guard  than  his  owne  innocence. 

The  verie  earth  and  wood  (hall  have  this  blefling 
(Above  whatother  Chriftian  Nations  boa(t) 

Although  tranfported  where  thefe  Serpents  live 
And  multiply,  one  touch  (hall  (oone  deftroy  ’em. 

Leo,  See  how  they  all  obey  him,  Archimagm. 

Arc,  Confufion.*  All  my  Art  is  trampled  on. 

Can  neither  man,  nor  beaft,  nor  Devill  hurt  him  ? 

I  Support  me,  feliow-Priefts  ;  I  fink,  I  feele 
The  ground  bend  with  my  weight  upon  it,  ha  1 
The  earth  is  loofe  in  the  foundation, 

And  fomething  heavie  as  the  world  doth  hang 
LI  pon  my  feet,  and  weigh  me  to  the  Center. 

A  fire,  a  dreadfull  fire  is  underneath  me. 

And  all  thofe  fiends  chat  were  my  fervantshere, 

Look  like  tormentors,  and  all  feeme  to  ftrive* 

Who  firft  (hall  catch  my  falling  fl  (h  upon 
Their  burning  pikes :  There  is  a  power  above 
Our  gods,  I  fee  too  late.  I  fall,  I  fall, 

And  in  my  laft  defpaire,  I  curfeyou  all.  Sin fat. 

Kin.  Patrick 3  the  King  wiil  kneele  to  thee, 

Pat .  Oh  rife, 

And  pay  to  Heaven  that  ducie. 

Kin.  Canft  forgive?  :  .  .  ;l 

Let  me  embrace  you  all,  and  freely  give 
What  T  defire  from  this  good  man,  a  pardon. 

Thou  (halt  no  more  iufpe&  me.  but  pofldfle 
All  thy  defires.  The  ground  is  (hut  wn 
Whi  re  now  is  A ,  cbimagus  ?  How  I  (hake,  '  '  \ 

And  court  this  Chriftian  out  of  feare,  not  love  ? 

Once  more  vifit  our  Palace,  holy  Fath  .  r. 

,  The  ftorie  of  your  (bns,  and  what  concernes 


Your 


_  '  St.  Patrick  for  Ireland, 

Your  efcape,  Madam,  wc  will  know  hereafter  • 

Teh* mean  time  be  fecure.  * 

End.  Fcr .  Wc  arc  your  creatures. 

Omnes .  Our  prayers  and  duty. 

T*t.  1  fufptd  1  im  itil! ; 

But  feare  not,  our  good  Angels  ftill  arc  neer  us  t 
XXath  at  the  laftcan  but  untie  our  frailty  • 

'T  were  happy  for  out  holy  faith  to  bleed/ 

The  Blood  of  Martyrs  is  the  Churches  feed. 

Exeunt  Omnes . 


The  Epilogue. 


TTT  Ojpp  e're  the  Dye  run  Gentlemen  ^  /  am 
A  A  The  laft  man  borne  y  ftill  at  the  Jr  if)  game  : 
ft  hat fay you  to  the  Epilogue  l  ma y  not  I  flay 
■^nd  boldly  as  ke  your  Kerdift  of  the  Play  l  * 
d  would  report  the  Sun-fhine  on  your  brow 
^nd  the  [oft  language  if  the  Dye  fallow 
Our  labour  andyour  Story 3  native  knowne  • 

It  is  but  ju flic  e  to  off  eft  your  owne  • 

Yet  this  is  but  a  part  of  what  our  Mufe 
Intends 3  if  the  fir  ft  birth  you  nobly  ufe  •* 

Then  give  us  your  free  votes  9  and  let  us  file 
You  Patrons  of  the  Play 5  him  of  the  lie. 
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